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A boopy a talisman, O Memory! give, 

To ahriDe my name in hearts where I would lira 

For eyermore ! 
Bid the wind speak of me where I have dwelt, 
—Bid the Stream's voice, of all my soal hath felt, 

A thought restore ! 

Song, is the gift with thee ?^I ask a lay 
Soft, fervent, deep, that will not pass away 

Prom the still breast ; 
Flird with a tone— oh ! not for deathless Pame, 
Sttt a sweet haunting murmur of my name. 

Where it would rest ! 

Mrs. IIemans. 
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PREFACE. 



In presenting to the Public a Second Edition of tbe Hermit of 
Eekdaleeide, with the addition of other Miscellaneous Poemsy— 
the Authoress begs to state, that she fully appreciates the inftu- 
ence, which a poetical description of scenes, endeared to most 
of her Readers^ by early and pleasing associations,— may haye 
bad upon their minds, while judging of the merits of her little 
performance. 

This kind feeling, so natural and so pruseworthy, may 
account for the favorable local reception of the first impression ;. 
bat its present more extensive circulation will deprive the Poem 
of this fostering protection, and expose it to the unbiassed 
critical judgment of the Public, from which the Authoress does- 
not venture to anticipate sentiments so encouraging. 

It may, however, deprecate the severity of criticism, to 
premise — that the composition of these Poems formed the alle-^ 
Tiation and employment of many hours, which must otherwise 
have been passed in the languor of indisposition. The Au- 
thoress is quite conscious that her mental powers would neces- 
•ariJy sympathize with the suffering and debility of her bodily 
frame; and that many of her Pieces are too much 

— ~ ** sicklied a'er 
With the pale cast of thought," 

ari^og ttom the emotions which pervaded her mind during their 
eomposition. The same causes, it is hoped, will also palliate 
and apologize for every other imperfection. 

To each Individual included in the List of Subscribers^ the 
Aothoress begs to express her deep sense of obligation; and 
hopes that, at lesst, one hour's amusement may be afforded, for 
tbc lasUng honour they have conferred upon her. 

WkUby, 
Jime 13M, 1831. 
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Far in a wild, unknown to public riew, 
From youth to age, a rev*tend Hermit grew ; 
The moss his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
Hia food the fruits, his drink the crystal well ; 
Remote from man, with God he pass'd his days. 
Prayer all his business — all his pleasure praise. 

Parnell. 



A little lowly Hermitage it was, 
Down in a dale hard by a forest side, 

Farre from resort of people that did pass 
In trayell to and fro : a little wide 
There was an holy chapel edified. 

Wherein the Hermit duly went to say 
Hia holy things each mom and evening tide: 

Thereby a crystal streame did gently play. 

Sfbnsbiu 
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Spirit of Poesy ! whose lovely rays 

Their soothing influence have deign*d to cast 

0*er the still current of my silent days, 

And ting*d them with thy glory as they pa8s*d 

To find Eternity's wide sea at last. 

Spirit of Puesy! whose lightest tone 

Has been to me a witcSery and a spell ; 

Whose visions oft have blest my roasings lone. 

And whose bright essence^ in the deepest cell 

Of my lieart*B worship, still has deign'd tu dwell ; 

Assist me now ! and may thy numbers, wreathing 

With the wild notes of my unpractis'd song. 

And o*er my strains the rapt enchantments breathing. 

Which to thy heaven-taoght Lyre alone belong, 

Blend its sweet tones my humble verse among: 

And may thy mantle, Scott! on me descend. 

The warm admirer of thy minstrelsy 

A 



2 HERMIT OF BBl^DALBSIDB. 

And glorious genius !-*^ though the list attend 

Not the rude efforts of thy votary: 

Lend to my lute tbe pleasing melody 

Which to the Northern Harp thy touch imparted ^ 

Whilst I, with feebler hand, attempt to raise 

The echoes of a legend long departed<"p- 

The ling* ring, dying tones of other days« 

Inspire my timid pencil while it strays 

0*er the Iov*d scenery of my native home^ 

And to depict tho90 beauties dares e^say, 

From which how gladly would I never roam. 

If Health would o'er me shed her wish'd-for cay 

And all the sadness of my soul allay! 

Assist me while I paint the ruin hoar 

Whose mould*ring arches still thy summits crown^ 

The restless waves that wash thy sounding shores 

Tbe lovely vale where £sk meanders down, 

And all thy lonely cbarm9i my cherish*d native townt 

I, 

Fair Streoneshalh ! on whose stately fane 
Where high it towers above the main. 
Where long it crowned the rocky steep 
A beacon o*er the traclilcss deep» 
1 oft have idly gazed; 
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AdcI mused upon the ruined halls 

Wiih their huge strength of oioisterM wails 

Id otlter ages raised $ 
Aud as I watch*d the rays of light 
Through the worn arches shining bright^ 
And saw heaven's canopy of blue 
The crumbling windows gleaming through^ 
Where shone of old the storied pane 
Ting'd with rich colour's brightest stain^ 
Which far the painted shadows flung 
Where Hilda pray*d and Cedmon sung. 
Upon the hallow*d Abbey floor. 
With grats and weeds now mantling o'erj— 
Tre ponder*d o*er the tiny tpan 
Allotted to the works of man. 
And sadly mus*d o'er the decay 
That sweeps our mightiest deeds away. 

II. 

Fair Streoneshalh ! now it is not mine 
To wail o'er thy august decline; 
To mourn the downfal of thy power. 
Or sigh abof e thy prostrate tower. 
On which, at noon*8 resplendent hour 
r?e gazed, with awe-struck, anxions eye^ 
Id childhood's fond credulity,-— 
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To mark Saint Hilda's shadow dim. 
Which, 'mid the cloister'd arches grim. 
Is said to linger, for a while, 
In sorrow o'er the ruin'd pile; 
Where rul'd of yore the holy maid, 
And potent intercession made. 
That, of the myriad soalces that coil 
0*er her domain's all-hallow'd soil. 
And rear their venom'd heads, each one 
Shoald, at her prayer, be turn'd to stone. 

III. 

Fair Streoneshalb ! mine be now th^ strain 
To paint the honours of thy fane. 
When in our second Henry's reign 
High was thy rule — supreme thy sway- 
Peasant and prince alike' obey. 
Widely thy fair domains extend — 
Thy coffer'd treasures know no end- 
While TO thy favour'd sons is given 
The rule on earth, the keys of heayen. 
Then did thy massive pile look down 
Upon a humble, clust'ring town, 
Chiefly of fishers' huts composed, 
llkbuilt and carelessly disposed; 
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The theher of the hard^ brood 

Who seek their daogeroas Jifelibood 

Upon the treacb'roos briny flood*— ^ 

Though minglicg also there, 1 ween, 

Some Franklini* dwellings might be seen«^ 

Simple and rode their masonry 

Oifensive to a modern eye. 

No Pharos then, or noble pier, 

WarD*d the toss'd vessel where to steer^ 

Nor shed a bright protecting ray 

Across the waters of our bay,-*^ 

Whose silverocrested heaTiog wave 

Its attribute the hamlet gave. 

And, as augments the village small. 

Its bumble homes they '^ While -Bay'" call. 

IV. 
The gifts of Culture's teeming hand 
Were then ill-scatter*d o*er our land. 
Wide were the trackless wastes of moor 
The roe*back bounded fleetly o'er| 
And where the Esk now sweetly glides 
Through scenes that grace its geotlc tides i 
Where fields uf corn, and meads of greeo^ 
In pleasing interchange ar« teeOf 



And stately mtmioiiB crown the heights 
Which gxiaffd lh« kifely vale »f Sleights ;«*«> 
A glooDsy desert stretched around, 
Where tangled forest -growths abound. 
Tbe wolfs long howl b sounding t^re. 
And there the wild-fox makes his Isir, 
While oft the harry of the chase 
Breaks the lone silence of the place; 
And hoand, and knigkty and yeoman dash. 
While boagh and brushwood loudly crashy 
The grisly Bosr to rouso and slay:-^ 
Such was the pastime of the day. 

V. 

Two dwellings, which the peasants call 
Of each respective place, ''the Hall,** 
On separate heathy bHls are found. 
While humble huts are clust'ring romd. 
Each is the village manor-house*— 
Homes of De Piercie and De Bruce, 
Two Norman knights of gentle straioi 
Whose fathers passM the roaring main. 
When warlike William cross'd the brine. 
To wrest the crown from Harold's line. 
The conqu*riQg Monarch gave the lands 
Their good swords won from Saxon hands. 



And the^rade mtittieoB slill remained 
As first their forfeit rigffats were gained. 
Not oft these dweiliDg» of the traste 
Were by their masters* preseaoe gfraced:*^ 
Aspirings proud, and eoarlly br«d, 
A differeBt Kfe ibe Barooa led 
Than in their mde, remete hMAeatevi^ 
Each in his SorVeign's faroar high 
Ambition's paths proposed to try 
And sought the halls of royalty; 
Bat sometimes to their manors came 
To share the sports of sylvan game. 
And left Ambition's eager race 
To taste the pleasures of the chase, 

VL 
De Bruce and Piereie both were proud. 
Handsome and young, aitd in Ihe cvowd 
Of life, small difference, I ween. 
Might in their oharactera be seen; 
Tet were the features of their sowb 
Separate, as tk* ideal poles, 
On whicb, tiNrottgh spaee, our pisnwl roHe. 
Gen'rous was Pietcie's nature high 
Whieh sptrlcled in his falcon eye 
The lofty light of cbifalry; 
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Deceit and meanneit were his seorn— - 
And oft OppresfliOD*e bIeto forlorn 
Would to De Piereie*B halls repair. 
Sure of proteetlog safety there : 
Foremost in tattle's stirring hour- 
Humane in conquest's dreadful power- 
Courteous and mild in ladj*8 bower, 

VII. 
Yet fairer gifts of outward grace 
The eye in Bruce's form might trace 
Of noble mould and faultless face. 
The beauty of the serpent's skin 
Conceals the venom'd store within^ 
In tortuous paths it lofes to wind, 
Arch«enemy of human kind. 
Since the deep wiles of its adfice 
Cost our first parents Paradise, 
And brought the heritage of woe. 
Labour and death, on all below. 
Meet emblem is the venomM worm 
Of the De Bruce*s soul and form. 
Whose manners I graceful and refia*d« 
Hid a perfidious heart and mind/ 
His aims concenter*d all in self*— 
His pleasure^ profit, power, or pelf| 
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Nor goilt, nor orime, bis hand restrained 

If, by these means, his ends were gained,— 

Yet were hia sins conceaPd and sly. 

And veil*d wiib soft hypocrisy; 

Though many a rain*d house could tell 

By the De Bruce's arts it fell 

His coffers and estates to swell | 

And many a lovely lady sigh'd 

Bereft of hope and maiden pride 9 

And sadly waiPd the luckless hour 

When the false knight first sought her bower* 

Now, at his sovVeign's kind command, 

De Bruce aspires to Clara's hand 

The crown*8 own highly portion*d ward, — 

Nor his success does ought retard. 

But thrives his suit, and speeds his flame, 

With the fair, wealthy Norman dame. 

VIII. 
At present, on their Yorkshire ground, 
De Bruce and Piercie both are fonod. 
By purpose mef, with other knights, 
To share the hunters* keen delights; 
To chase the Stagi the Boar to slay» 
To make the horrid Wolf their prey,-^ 
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While plots, tiid schemes, snd war's alarms. 

And prosp'rous love's bewitching charms, 

Are, for the nonce, alike resij^n'd 

For the rude joys that sportsmen find,—* 

For merriment and heartsome glee 

And careless mirth and jollity. 

IX. 
Where our fair stream's blue waters glide 
Through the rich banks of Eskdaleeide, 
There rose, of old, a humble cell— - 
Where, as oar ancient legends tell^ 
A holy Hermit lof'd to dwell. 
A Monk of S:reoneshalb'8 pile was be. 
Of spotless life and sanctity. 
Better he lov'd iu this abode 
To rest with Nature and his God, 
Than in St. Hilda's walls immor'd 
From fair creation's charms obscur'd 
Id those bright scenes to haft no part, 
Which light defotion in the heart. 
A chapel small, of structure rude, 
Near the low cell adjoining stood : 
When morn's first light was beaming there. 
It found the Holy Man in prayer— 
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And when noon pour d her glowio; rays 
They sip/ the Monk absorb'd in praise 
While under cf'ning'a deep'niug shade. 
Si ill iht old Hermit knelt and pray'd. 
Tis sweet to list the tinkling bell 
Which sounds at eve from that lone ceU^ 
And tells Religion's lovely tale- 
Far down the soft reposing vale. 
When sober ev'ning's shadowy ray 
Succeeds the splendour of the day. 
And sofily shine the wood and stream 
Beneath that gentle, cbssten'd beam; 
The bee*8 grave hum, the bird's wild note. 
On western zephyrs sweetly float, 

Till night her sable mantle throws 

And veils the soene in soft repose : 

How sweeily through the forest dim 

Rose the good Hermit's midnight hymn. 

While to ihe list'ning moon and sky 

He pour'd his strains sublime and higl^ 

Devotion's purest harmony ! 

A. mile's short distance from the shade 
Where tbe old Hermit knelt and pray*dt 
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A FraiikllD's ample home was found, 
With cttltor'd fields reposini^ roaiid: 
A shcUerM, happy-lookinj Bpo\, 
A wealthy Saxon's goodly lot, — 
Between the rifer mnd the wood 
On a soft rising ground it stood, 
The tranquil home of love and peace. 
Industry, with alternate ease. 
Its owner was an honest heart 
Who lov'd repose, and took oo part 
In the unsettled time's tor moil- 
But till'd, well pleas'd, his natire soilt 
A tender ftither, and a kind 
And gen'rous master — still inclin'd 
His bondsmens' hearts with grace to bind 
And find their love his safest guard;— 
Such was the Saxon Hereward. 

XI. 
A lovely and an only child 
Within this peaceful mansion smil'd: 
A fairer or a gentler maid 
Than blue-ey'd Emma, never stray*d 
Through the wild haunts of sylvan shade. 
Her widow*d father's treaBur'd joy. 
Light of his eyes, his age's toy, 
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Rear*d in the Up of tenderneBS^ 

Straoger to torrow and distress^ 

Her light aod happy youthful heart 

Had known no para, had felt no smart. 

Genceard within her native shades, 

Her joys all centred in their glades, — 

SkreQn'd from the tumult of the world. 

In peace her blooming charms unfurPd. 

She fear*d no ill — she knew no wrong — 

But sweetly pour*d her joyous song 

Her lovely native woods among, 

And peaceful pass'd her happy time. 

Nor reck*d of guilt, nor drea^'d of crime,-^ 

While all she felt of misery 

Was, when some fay'rite dove would die* 

XII. 
The simple household own her sway 
And all her gentle rule obey. 
To gain the milky mother*s store 
Her maidens she presided o'er^ 
And oft her fairy fingers plied 
The spindle's whirling dance to guide. 
While snowy roaods of wheaten csrkes 
She sometimes o'er the ashes bakes. 
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Her sire to soothe io eteoiog's sbado. 

Oft OD the virltinaU she play'd*-^ 

And would ber flaxeu tresses braid 

With wreathing flowers, oo boUdays» 

When through her father*^ ^elds she stray t^-* 

Or grac*d the paBtime of the day. 

With garlands ^rown'd the queen of May. 

XIII. 
Once m sn ill-starr'd, luckleif hour, 
De Bruce had marked this forest^flower 
Where ber soft bloom the woodlands grac'dj 
Her beauty fir*d bis paoiper'd taste- 
Alas! I canuut say bis heart, 
Where true affection had no part. 
He sought her father's rural balls. 
And by bis wiles the hearts enthralls 
Of sire and child ; and oft be sought 
Their home — or cattle to be bought 
Or sold — on varying pretence, 
He blinds good Hereward*s sturdy sense; 
And Saxon prejudice gives way 
To tlie demeauour, franlc aud gay 
Of tl)e young Ituight, who boon, 1 weeo. 
High In the gen'rous Franlcliu's grace Is seen. 



■■Rlflt OF BflKDALBSIDg. r5 

XIV. 

Ill- fitted was the gentle hope 
Of her fond father's hearr^ to eope 
Wkh the De Bruce's praeti8*d art^ — 
And soon the tender Emma's heart 
Beats with a pang before unknown ; 
She loves to ramble forth alone * 
The shadj forest-branches under« 
And sigh, and ruminate^ and wonder » 
When the young, graceful knight wiU call 
Agatttt at Eskdale's rustic hall. 

XV. 

*Tis not lb J purpose to unfold 

A tale- too often darkly told. 

Or the development to paint 

Of fell Seduction's withering taint;— 

Such theme too mournful for my lay. 

Nor could I the sad task essay. 

To paint the rose of innocence 

And youth and beauty, basely blighted 
By ps^sion's selfiih, foul pretence; 

And eyes, which happiness once lighted. 
Now sadly drooping—- to avoid 

A father's gsze— and swell'd with weeping. 
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The joys of yoath apd hope destroy'd-^ 

And bitter miser j now gteepiag 
The heavy days aod weary oights. 
Once fill'd with boine*feU, pure delifhts. 
And ah! the worst of miseries^ 
To feel degraded in those eyes 
Which Pas6ioA*s victim makes her heaven. 

And view ere long their aller'd glance ;<!— 
There is no pang to morula given. 

More dire, than waking from the trance 
Of passionate love,-— to feel *lia gone. 
Where we have treasar*d bliss alone! 

XVI. 

Such was the rain'd Emma*a state— 
Such wretchedness her hapkss £ate. 
Amid 4be summer woods she strayM 
liike st.rkken deer, that aeeke the glada 
For the conceahneni of its shade. 
And there to weep, and weeping die9<— 
Sueh seem*d poor Emma's destiny. 
She fear*d to meet her father's gate 
Oft sadly fix'd upon her face, 
In grief to mark the paling cheek. 
Where softest colour wont to speak 
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Of 4lie heart's berithyi gladsome tide ; 
And oft the tender father sigh'd 
To miss the bounding step, that o*er 
The verdant sward^ or oaken floor^ 
Was wont so joyously to spring— 
His homeward footsteps welcoming. 
Now slow and mournful was her tread^ 
And bowed the lovely drooping head, 
That none upon her downcast face 
The sadness of her soul might trace. 
Though griev*d to mark his darling chang'd 
From all her youthful sports estrang'd. 
The truth ne'er flashed on Hereward's mind. 
In fond confiding safety blind. 

XVII. 

Soon weary of his hapless prey, 
De Bruce now lingers long away ; 
Seldom his visits to the dale -^ 
Their moonlight rambles down the vale 
Where first he breathed bis tender tale, 
Unfrequent now — • estranged his mien — > 
While soon the dreadful truth is seen 
By the poor maid, that love has fled, 
And left her hopes all cold and dead. 
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Still does she play fond womaD's part 
And hoard the traitor in her heart, 
While Bometimea does her bosom barn 
With hope his passion may return. 
So fond, bo troe, fo kind he seem'd 
His TOWS will surely be redeem'd; 
While all her lonely weepiog^s dried» 
She shall become his happy bride, 
And by her worshipp'd Bruce's side 
Spend joyfully her peaceful life, 
An hononr'd and a cherish'd wife— 
Nor fear disgrace's blight to shed 
On her Isind father's hoary head. 
Bat be his age's crown of joy^— 
Such dreams sometimes the fears decoy 
Of the poor maid, and ease the dart 
Of anguish rankling in her heart. 

XVIII. 

*Twa8 Night — ^and o*er the lonely vale 

Moonlight's soft rays were sweetly sleeping, 

The owl was whooping down the dale, 
And from the stream the fish were leapiogi 

The silver radiance gently play'd 
O'er the s ill surface of the rivery 
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Wbllet *mid the wood's reposing shade, 

Scarce does the breeze a leaflet shiver ; 
0*er SaxoD Hereward's teeming^ fields 

The lovely light is softly stealings 
The yellow store their harvest yields 

Its mellow brilliancy revealing; 
Where perch'd the feather'd subjects press. 

The wily fox around is prowling, 
And from the desert-wilderness 

The hideous wolf is loudly howling. 
Onward the peaceful river flows,— 

Scarce does a breath its bosom wrinkle^ 
While through the evening's still repose, 

Is softly heard the silver tinlcle 
Of the old chapel's little bell; 

And ofc belated wanderer straying. 
Has sought the shelter of the cell 

Where the good Hermit still was praying, 
And found, till morn, repose and rest-— 
A welcome and a cherish'd guest. 
While many sought the humble cell 
Confession's hidden tales to tell. 
And not the lowly serfs alone 
There breatb'd their souls* repentant moan^ 
But many noble of the earthy 
Of higher ranic, and prouder birth. 
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Would from remotest parte repair 
To seek for absolatioo tbere^ 
And crave the holy Hermii*a prayer. 
The anguish of too late remorse 
Was B00th*d by his sublime discourse: 
How many in chat lonely spot 

Were taught to fix their hopes on high^ 
And bear the evils of their lot 

With Faith's divine serenity ! 
Whilst oft the erring sinner found 

A balm for keen repentance there, 
Taught where blest Mercy's stores abound* 

The fruit of penitential prayer ! 

XIX. 
Wherefore at Night's untimely hour 
Does gentle Emma leave her bower— 
And quit the safety of her home« 
Down the still moonlight vale to roam? 

When Beauty seeks this stealthy hour 
To quit unseen her shelter'd bower. 
Nor dares step forth beneath the ray 
Whieh pours the open face of day. 
But chooses midnight's canopy 
To veil her from her parent's eye; 



Tbeo may abe fear that gtiiU or 1(1 
WiJ] track her cover( faot^teiia allU, 
And grief or crione vii( dog the wfyna 
Wbicli shun a tender fathei's gi|xe, 

XX; 

Wrapt in her mantle's shroud^ the maid 
Far down the winding valley stray *d^ 
And tracks the sound, the chapel's bell 
Is softly swingiug down the dell. 
At length before the lowly cell 
Tbe maiden faulters for a wbile>— - 
In tbe atill moonlight's gentle amUe, 
How aweclly sleeps, that hut of moas 
Suroiounted by tbe blessed Cro^s! 
From tbe low chapel twinkling streams 
Tbe sacred lamp's undying beams. 
And softly murm'ring on the air^ 
Comes the old Hermit's whisper*d prayer. 

XXI. 
At length, with trembling hand» the maid 
A feeble, lowly tap essay 'd — 
Tbe Hermit mark'd the gentle 9ooud, 
And Emma soon admission, fouqd. 
She comes in soul-felt keen distress 
Her sin and sorrow to confess ; 
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Prostrate apon the earthen ioor 
Ber beaateoas tresdes streaming o*er. 
With barning tears of grief and shame. 
And sobs that thicls and chotcing came — 
Emma her tale of woe reveal'd. 
Nor aaghC of her disgrace conceard, 

XXII. 
The pitying Hermit heard with pa1n>-— 
For off, within his holy fane. 
He mark*d the blooming Saxon fair, 
So constant in devotion there. 
Her genVous-hearted sire he lov*d*— 
And now, with deep compassion mov'd. 
He sqrrow*d o*er the withering blight 
Of hope and innocent delight. 
Which through De Bruce*s guilt bad come 
To blast the Saxon's happy home. 

XXIII. 
No word to injure or upbraid 
Her faithless lover, breath'd the maid ; 
She dwelt upon his sacrpd vow. 
Nor would the dreadful truth allow. 
He meant to break the plighted troth 
So often pledged with solemn oath. 
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— Mataro of thoaght^ the Holy Man 
Was better skjird ibe arts to scaD^ 
By wbicb tbe gentle, iojnr*d maid 
Had been so cruelly betray* d, 

XXIV. 

With 8orrow*8 bitterest anguish stirr'd. 
Poor Emma murmur*d, she had heard 
That soon De Bruce the hand would claim 
Of a young, wealthy Norman dame,-^ 
Long his betrothed, affianced bride. 
Deeply tbe hapless maiden sigh*d 
And said, resoiv'd the truth to icnow^ 
If perjur'd faith and brolcen ?ow 
Indeed were Bruce^s sad intent—- 
A trusty messenger she sent. 
To bid him to the ti'ysting-place 
He oft wiih eager step would trace. 
When first poor )Smma sought the shade 
To meet him in the forest-glade. 
Should the De Bruce accord her prayer 
He now would wait her coming there. 
For past already was the hour, 
She bade him to the furest-bower. 
With prostrate form she bent to crave 
The Hermit's blessingi which he gave ; 



Bat kindly Mmte tbe hapltis mM 
IVom this Md nieetliig to dissoftda. 
Ha gentlj dar*d tbe tmth to tall^*- 
And own*d tbe feet wm knoiTD too iMftl^ 
That soon to Glare's hoase allied, 
De Bruce woald claim another bride. 
With injar'd love's deep sorrow grie?*dy 
Emma confirming word recei?*d 
Of all her fears — bat not the less 
Was 8he» with woman's tenderness*- 
ResoW'd to bless her eyes once more, 
With him so fondly lov*d before; 
And vainly bop'd her tearful prayer 
Would change De Brace's purpose there, 
Where he so oft bad breath'd the vow, 
Alas ! a wretched mockery now. 
The Hermit's mild attempts were vain 
The injur'd Emma to restrain 
From meeting her false love again— 
He therefore asked her walk to share, 
To guard her with a father's care, 
And o'er De Bruce exert bis sway 
Poor Emma's sorrows to allay. 
And all her injuries to redress 
By a kind husband's tenderness. 
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Whilst bitteHj she wept and sigfa'd. 
The maiden still the grace denied, 
Of the good Monk. De Bruce'e mood 
She fear'dy if on their solitude 
A third should come— for well she knew, 
He wish*d their meetings secret too. 
She think*d the Hermit fervently 
For all his loye-— and should she die^ 
(If Bruce indeed was false,) of grief. 
She prajr'd him give each kind relief. 
To her poor father's sorrow great, 
And soothe his wretched ruiii'd state. 
Humbly and low the maiden bended-^ 

And while hot tears of anguish fell 
Upon the hand the monk extended, 

She kiss'd it oft, and left the cell. 

XXV. 

The Hermit's soul oppress'd by gloom 
Of this sad tale, could not resume, 
His solemn prayers, but sadly mus'd 
O'er trusting love and faith abus'd, 
0*er Hereward's blighted home of joy, 
0*er guilt which could such bliss destroy; 

e 
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He tbooght of Broce — whose burthen*d soul 

At Retributioo's awful day, 
When trmnpotB speak^ and thttoders rolU 

Would hare such fearful debt to payj 
^nd the dread penally would feel. 

Which MO most then in torments proye* 
When heavenly Tengeance will reveal 

The achkig wrongs of injor'd love. 
At length to ease the load that weigb'd 
His spirit tlowu, he sought the glade— 
And wander'd onward through the shadC) 
To watch the safety of ihe maid. 
A tangled path the Hermit took> 
Beside the waters of the brook. 
He felt the still and holy calmj * 

Which breath*d the lovely silent nigb(» 
0*er his vex*d spirit shed its balm, 

And raise devotion's pore delight: 
He wauder'd on, and cauflht at last, 

A glimpse of Emma and her lover, 
Where by the river's side they pass*d— ^ 

He saw, alas! her hopes were over 
By the wild gestures of the maid-^ 

Who bitterly her clasp d hands wVung» 
And sometimes kneeling in the glade. 

Round Bruce her armfe distracted flung,^^ 
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Who walk'd apart and proudly there. 
And shook bis head with haughr j air». 
Impatient of the maid's despair. 

XXVI. 

Quicker the Hermit pass'd along^, 
The moonlight forestr walks among: 
The ri?er here, with graceful sweep, 
Roll*d on its current calm and deep; 
Hid bj* its cur?e, the Hermit's eye. 
No more could Emma's form descry. 
For gentle slope and leafy skreen, 
Now spread umbrageous shade between. 
When sudden on his startled ear, 
If borne the sound of struggling near— <- 
Terror's wild shriek— -into the stream 
A heavy plunge-i^one bubbling scream — 
And then the river murmurs o*er. 
Lovely and silent as before. 

Horror the aged Hermit bound, 
And held fast rooted to the ground ; 
With mighty effort then, at last. 
The river's bend he slowly pass'd,— 
Where, leaning on a rocky sione, 
Stood the De Bruce— and stood alone I 
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XXVII. 

Qotiled that dark'bcaming eye of pride> 
To mark the Hermit by bit side; 
Pa8»ioD*8 wild storm is on the brow, 
Dash'd with detection's paleness now. 
HelliBh conTolsions madly chase 
Horrific o'er that working face. 
In itB fierce beauty scowling there 
How like the Dsmon of the Air — 
The fall'n Archangel — when from Heaven 
Its datk, rebellious son was driven! 
With trembling lips and ashen cheek. 
The Hermit vainly tried to speak, 
The awful, death-like calm to break. 
At length his fault'ring tongue essay *d,-— 
Though faint its sound,-^" Where is the maid ¥* 
** What maid ? I know not of a maid !** 
With hollow voice the murderer said. 
'* What maid ?-» the hapless, ruln'd one ! 
By thine accursed arts undone*— 
The innocent, who now, I fear. 
Through thee, has found a wat'ry bier ! 
Nay, turn not scornfully aside. 
But lower that haughty glance of pride. 
<« The Saxon Hereward's lovely child» 
By thy demoniac arts beguil'd^ 
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Her woful gtorj came to tell 

Of deep repentance in mj cell, — 

Froai wbicb, an hour is scarcely gone. 

She came to meet with thee alone. . 

I follow'd soon, re8oly*d to aid 

With my best power, the much-wroDg*d maid ; 

And hoped to make thy hand atone 

For all the injuries thou hast done, — 

On dread of holy church's baa 

An excommunicated man I 

" Long by the river's brink I spied 
The maiden pleading by thy side, 
Till as the stream there bending strays. 
Its curve conceard her from my gaze. 
Then, as if in a horrid dream, 
1 heard the struggle and the scream; 
1 heard the heavy, falling plash, 
The closing river's murmuring dash. 
Oh, wicked man ! and could*st thou kill 
The gentle heart that loved thee still? 
For here, before God's awful throne, 
1 charge the deed on thee alone l" 

XXVII 1. 
"Thou didst not tee me do the deed ? 
Thou couldst not,— -And I do not plead 
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My iDDOceiice — in deepest seom 
I the fottl^ guilty charge retarn! 
Tboa Mw'st the natdeD by my b'k 
EnoQgb — when I her anit denied 
To malie her fatr« frail aelf ny bride. 
And all my cberish'd elaims diioard 
Od oar kind monarch's lo?ely ward,— 
The frantic and distracted maid» 
While by tlie ri?er*8 side we 8tray*d^ 
Rosh'd madly where its waters flow, 
And despVately essay'd to throw 
Herself into the brimming flood. 
£mma*e rash parpose I withstood. 
And 8tro?e to draw her from the stream, 
i— Wherefore the atruggle and the scream* 
In fain my best attempts 1 trle«l— 
She plang'd into the sweeping tide — 
And here I stood— alarm*d — dismayN 
By the dread action of the maid, 
When on my privacy you stole 
And saw the tumults of my soul,— 
The cause might amply justify, 
To see so fair a creature die. 
By her own aot's Insanity. 

''This is the sad and simple cases 
And, holy Father, thoald you grace 



Witb credence, Broee'B knifktlj word, 
'Tis well ; — if not, ray own good sword 
Shall, to the death, resent the tbame. 
By any cast upon my naiae. 
And bright lenown's anhlemish'd fime !^ 

XXIX. 

"Thy bright renown! Peace^ sinner, peaeo! 

Thy profitless deceptions cease;— 

As well thy guilty soal I read. 

As though I saw thee do the deed. 

Not her's the act, poor^ gentle miad,. 

(If frail she was, by thee betray'd; 

To thee, how constant, tender, true!) 

So fell— -so dire a deed to do.. 

Her humble soul, and gentle heart. 

In such rash violence had no pavt; 

Rather would she have slowly pin'd 

Away, to hopeless grief reslgn'd. 

Than baclc upon the Gifer throw 

The gift He can alone bestow; 

Or peril her immortal souJ, 

By deed so impious and fooU 

And thine the peril, thine the coat. 

Should that unhappy soul be lost! 
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It fOolhcB to think, that in my eell» 
Before this horrid scene befeL, 
Whilst with confessing anguish grieT*<^ 
She absolation's rites recei?'d« 

" Now will I to my cell repair. 
And give myself to solemn prayer. 
Pasting, and lonely vigil there. 
Two days and nights — her soul to ease 
Fhim pargatory's agonies. 
Which sacred, needful daty done, 
I hie to Hilda's blessed son. 
Abbot of Slreonesbalh's hallow*d fane. 
Thy gailt and murder to arraign. 
And, in the interfcning time, 
For thy most horrid, treaoh'rous crime, 
I lay the churoh*s solemn ban 
Upon thy head, most perjor'd man! 
And on thy soal its blood-guilt lay, 
Anathema, Maranatha!" 

Thus said,-— the Hermit tnrn'd aside 
And homeward down the ?alley hied,— 
Sore grieT*d, and bitterly dismay*d. 
By the dread murder of the maid. 
And shock'd to riew the mize of sin, 
De Bruce had wound his soul within. 



lo ferfent prayer the Hermit aoogbt 
To find relief from painful Ibougfht; 
Aod earDest soppiioatioD made. 
To eaae the spirit of the maid* 

XXX. 

How fair is Morn ! when first her rays 

0*er Nature's varied charms are brealciog, 
Freshen'd by sleep— as is the face 

Of Beauty^ from repose awalcing. 
How graceful curls the misty wreath. 

From the blue bosom of the riferl 
While, in cool morning's gentle breath, 

How softly does the foliage quiver! 
Amid the east the clouds art blushing. 

To hail the monarch of the day, 
Who soon from bidden chambers rushing. 

Pours o'er the earth his glorious ray; 
He gilds the forest summits tender, 

With the bright lustre of his beam; 
And showers a flood of dazzling splendour. 

On Esk's fair valley and its stream. 
With joy the choral songsters greet him. 

And swell the liquid tide of songj 
While higher soars the lark to meet him, 

The fleecy clouds of morn among. 
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Hie graeefal stag, from covert boundingf^. 

Soaffs (be fresh morning's breezy gale. 
Nor fears tbe banters* bogles soanding*- ■ 

Bof ligbHy earfets down tbe dale. 
Tbe wolf and fox are slowly ereepiog. 

To find tbeir rest when others wake,-—. 
And sound tbe brindled Boar is sleepingi 

Within the forest's thickest brake. 
0*er merky towns, bright rays are stealings 

Soft sanbeams o*er the alleys play 
Their sqoalld wretchedness re? ealiogj— - 

And Sin and MisVy slink away, 
Rebnked by that pure lucid light, 

FVom those Tile haunts, too throngly crowded^ . 
Where many pats their guilty night, 

By darkness' dusky covering shrouded; 
Though not unseen by that bright Eye, 

Prom which no lurking-place can hide ns- — 
And from Sin's darkling minery. 

Whose blessed beams alone can guide us« 
Within the sick man's chamber streaming,. 

Is softly seen morn's lovely ray; 
Where dusky lamps are dimly gleaming^ 

Abash'd by the fair light of day. 
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XXXI. 

A lofelier September morn. 

Ne'er shone opou the wa?ing corn— - 

Thau that which poar*d its golden light. 

After the melaDcholy night. 

Of sin and woe described before^— 

Fair stream'd the sun's glad splendour o*er 

The verdant csrth, as woe and sin, 

Were not her beauteous scenes within. 

Early that morn the bugles blew. 
The hounds might snuff the scented dew. 
Ere by the sun'it bright beams exhaled 
The fragrant vapour would have failed: 
Early the sportsmen left the hall— :- 
Early the steed forsook his stall— 
^rom kennel lous'd, in leash to stray, 
Pleas'd the glad hounds whimper and bay; 
Clad in the forests' vestments green 
Huntsmen and servitors are seen,— 
All meetly arnfi'd with stave and spear, 
And full of glee and mirthful cheer. 

On noble hunters, side by side, 
De Bruce and Piercie proudly ride^— 
And none upon De Bruce's face, 
llie tempest of his soul might traee^— 



36 HVBMIT OF BtKBALBSIDB. 

And brightly sbooe his e«gle eye, 
As though It ne'er saw Emma die. 
Many good knights were riding there. 
Of haaghty mien and stately air, 
But none, who sought that norning*s chase, 
Could mateh the form of manly grace, 
Which Broce's palfrey proudly bore. 
The heathy moorland desert o'er. 

XXXII. 
At length they reaoh'd the wilderness. 
Within whose tangled dark recess. 
They meant the grisly Boar to rouse—- 
For the day's pastime and carouse. 

Huge oaks, within that gloomy shade, 
Stretch'd their gnarled boughs athwart the gladei 
And aged thorns long shadows threw. 
O'er the soft green-sward's untracked dew. 
The mountidn-ash, with berries red. 
Her graceful, feathery foliage spread. 
And basics bend the fruitful bough, 
Weigh'd down with russet clusters now,-^ 
Hollies of giant sixe were found, 
While wreathing brambles choke the ground. 
Tangled the forest's children stand, 
Unknowing of man's pruning hand ; 



Coird up within tb' tmperviotts brake. 
Lurks in its oest, the sweU'rlng: aa^e; 
Aod reptiles fiestle in the shade, 
Where man ne'er wielded pbagh or spade. 

XXXIII. 
Far in the thicket's mazes there, 

A monstrous Boar bad made his lair 

Stretch'd out for rest each hideous limb, 

Faatlock'd in sleep, loathly and grim. 

The bonnds upon his traces came. 

And eager sought the slomb'ring game,-— 

Who rons'd from deep repose at length. 

Slowly uprear'd his bulky strength,— 

Shook the night's dew drops from his hide. 

And grinning.borrid, opco'd wide 

His frightful jaws, where white, and strong, 

And sharp, large tusks were ranged along 5 

Then fiercely Mstliog— -as he came 

Qaitted the brake-^bis path the same 

Now fleeter ran direct— -nor twined^^- 
And left the y«Iping pack behind. 

xxxiv: 

Within his chapel's hallow'd pile. 
The holy Hermit watch'd the while,— 
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His aged koees the rough stooeb wear, 

While bis clasp*d haods are rala'd id prayV. 

Before the erocifiz he koeeia— 

Aod o'er hia face the luatre steala 

Of the blest lamp, whoae mellow ray. 

Docs o'er hii aged forehead play. 

With its soft wa? es of siWer hair. 

Low bow'd in meek deTotion there! 

In his blue eye, how mildly beams 

The fire, which from bis bosom streams. 

Of holiness, and hea?enly lo?e. 

While wafts his pious prater atiove! 

Nu seraph In the courts of heaven. 

Can ba?e a fairer aspect gifen 

Ol love, and rapt ecstatic prayer. 

Than that old Hermit kneeling there. 

XXXV. 

—Suddenly rings the holy place 
With all the hurry of the chase,— 
With noisy root, the eager throng 
Gallop the echoing vale along,—- 
While bugles ring, and stag-hounds yell. 
Far down the lab'rinths of the dell. 
When, through the chapel's open door, 
Stagger'd the foaming, harrass*d Boar,^ 
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He itambled onward through the cell. 
Till ai the Hermit's feet he fell, — 
Awhile oonfuls'd, he dying lay. 
Bat 8000 life's straggles pats'd away, — 
And with stiff limbs, the Tanqoish'd Boar 
Stretcb'd hia gaunt balk, to rise no more. 

XXXVI • 

Shock'd and dismay'd, the Monk arose. 

The chapefs open door to close. 

Lest hound and huntsman should intrude. 

Upon his prayers, with clamour rude. 

Better his priTacy to guard, 

He carefully the portal barr'd,— 

Then turning to his beads and book. 

To silent prayer himself betook , 

Nor listened to the elamVous rout. 

Who swore, and yell'd, and scream'd without. 

XXXVII. 
The eager dogs — baulk'd of their prey, 
Before the holy chapel, bay 
At fault— and scratch the sturdy door 
With knubii of iron studded o'er; — 
The sportsmen, madden'd at the foil 
01 eager hopt and keenest toil— 
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Forgot their re?'reBee for lb* plaet. 
In the wild fury of the chiM. 
Meanwbiley for bis own wicked fiiwfj^ 
To raiie Iboir ptMionB tried De Brace. 
*' Beal down the door/* he loudly oried^ 
" We will noty oonradee^ be denied 
Of onr won gainer nor \St debarr'd 
By Hernait's bolt and abaclcled ward. 
Beat down the door, again I aay. 
Nor longer keep oar dogs at bay-— 
And should the Hermit still resist. 
Wreak hunter's vengeance as ye listl*' 

XXXVIII. 
" For sbamea De Bruce/* De Piercie oried. 
His cheeks with blood indignant dyed,— 
*' For shame, again I say, De Bruce, 
Thus angry feelings to arouse 
Againat the ?enerable man,— 
Into hii cell the creature ran 
By us pursued-^and much I fear. 
Has done the Hermit damage here. 
Let us with gentle words induce 
The Monk bis portal to unloose ; 
—Nor harshly fright his retVend age— 
Nor foroe bis holy Hermit sge-— 
Nor risk our tools by sacrilege!" 
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— ^Httttgbty asieot De Bniee tbeD bow*d— - 
Murmur'd applAuse^ tbe aodding crowd- 
While to ihe Mook, with laogaage bland » 
De Piercie fells his frieuds* demand,--* 
With their sharp spears tbe Boar to slay, 
And end the pastime of the day*. 

XXXIX. 

Slowly the Hermit drew away 

Tbe boltSi — and there the monster lay^ 

In death all horrid, stiff and stark. 

De Brace observ'd the riling spark. 

Of anger, in the banters* eye. 

Kindling in fury rapidly, 

To be thas hinder*d of the sport 

When bogies sound, ''A mort — a mort !** 

And hideous grins the monster there. 

To rush upon the meeting spear. 

While at his throat and haanches spring 

The eager dogs, and on him oling* 

'''Tis shame, my friends,*' cried Bruce, '''tis shame. 

To be thus biffled of our game— 

Tbe eager hurry of our race. 

The toilsome labour of the chase. 
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All thrown away— what sort of cheer. 

The flesh which died exhausted here, 

Nor bled upoo the sharp boar-spear? 

I cry re?eoge! — rcTeoge I cry. 

For blighted sport's festirity! 

If we to this outrage submit. 

Each shaven Monk will deem him fit 

To thwart onr sport, and spoil our game!*' 

-—The crowd De Bruce's words inflame. 

Around ihe Monk they fiercely throng, 

With ?ague intent to do him wrong, 

They know not wherefore, know not why. 

In passion's hot insanity. 

To speak the Hermit vainly tried-^ 

Vainly De Piercie stemmed the tide 

Of frenzy, fast and furious rolling-^ 

At length De Bruce, with uplift spear. 
And eyes with vengeance fiercely scowling, 

Rush*d on the holy Hermit there. 
And Bbeath*d the weapon in his sidef 

The hallo w*d chapel's scatter'd rushes. 
Are colour'd by the crimson tide; 

Which from his wounded bosom gushes. 
In grief and horror Piercie bends 
Where the Mor.k's dying form exteodsj 
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• 

And itrlfes to staunch tbe death-wound wide. 
Which prawns upon the Hermifs side. 
Cooled and astounded at the deed. 
To see the holy Hermit bleed — 
Aghast the crowd repentant stand. 
And shrinlc from Bruce*8 bloody hand. 
De Bruce the change of feeling spied, 
And instant from the chapel hied. 
To where his hunting-steed was tied 
Beneath the forest's leafy shade. 
And grazing in the verdant glade. 

XL. 

With sick'ning beat— the noon-day beam, 

Shone o*er tbe valley and tbe stream -, 

Piled in the west, dark storm-clouds frown'd— • 

While solemn stillness reign*d around. 

The birds, desisting from their song. 

Sate husb'd the forest boughs among} 

And cattle leave the open glade. 

To eower beneath the forest-shade. 

— 'Twas as if Heaven bad made a pause. 

To mark its violated laws— 

A solemn pause, ere vengeance shed 

Its thunders on the murd'rer's bead. 
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•^8o44(Mi the gnil sweept dawn ibf f ale^ 
Wbire cmk Ibe boigbt beoeftth Ihe f ile**- 
And OD De Bnic0*B toxioas brow> 
Broad liquid drapi are falling now. 

—At leogtb tbe lightning's dazzling flash 
Leaps from the cloud— -and then the crash 
Of thunder's awful voice succeeds — 
While bend the woods, and quake the meads ! 
His noble steed De Bruce essay'd 
To urge through the lofolfing shade. 
Where weeds the courser's hoofs detained^ 
And tangled boughs hia flight restrained* 
Fast forward to tbe stretebiog plain 
He urged bis steed^ with spur aod rein» 
And soon the heathy wastep of moor 
The startled horse is bounding o'er^ 
While peala of thuuder shake tbe ground-*- 
And llghtoiiigs fiercely blaxe around— 
And darkling glares tkie lurid aky. 
To mark the tempest's revelry ! 
Torrents of pouring bail and rain^ 
Are dashing on the palfrey's mane- 
While through tbe deluge from the sky> 
Hardly eao Broee his way espy. 
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^Darker and darker lowera the hea?eii,— 
Then tbe o*erhaD(piig cloud is rifcn ! 
— Staggers De Bruce in thai dread blaxe-*^ 
High rears his courser in amaze ! 
Then— -Du the head of guilt aceurst-* 
Tbe flaming tboiider-bolt has burst ! 
And horse and rider prostrate roll— - 
While speeds to doom tbe sinful soul ! ! ! 

I 

—Low lies on earth the stricken steed^ 
To urge no more his gallant speed ! 
—Low lies De Bruce's towViog plume^ 
Amid the moorland's stormy gloom ! — 
Tbe statelj form, the noble brow» 
All blacken'd, and distorted now, 
Bj Heaven's avenging, awful fire — 
Meet recompence for crime so dire ! ! 

When on his track pursuers sped 
And saw tbe cruel murd'rer dead,— 
Thej owned tbe awful Hand of Heaven, 
In the dread doom, so promptly given! 

XLl. 
Meanwhile tbe Hermit dying lay, 
Slow ebbs bis fleeting life away— 
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By hit lav couch Dc Picrcic kneels, 
Aod grief uid horror keenly feeU» — 
While htng their heade the gailty crowd. 
In deep repentant angniah bowed. 
Terror alarms each startled soal. 
When o'er the cell Heaven's tbnnders rol^ 
And the dread tempest jells aronnd» 
While shakes the tremblings echoing grooodrl 

Soon as the storm's first bursts sabside, 
A messenger De Piercie bled 
To Streoneshalb's ballow'd pile with speed. 
To warn (he Abbot of the deed— - 
And cra?e bis presence at the cell. 
Where marder's bideoos crime befell. 
Fleet horsemen too he promptly sped 
To follow where De Bruce had fled, — 
To scour the country wide and far. 
And bring him to the Abbot's bar. 
This present argent duty done, 
De Piercie hovers like a son^ 
Where the good Monk ezhaosted lies-^ 
And friendship's soft attention tries. 

XL1I. 
The awful storm had pass'd sway 
Long ere the soft decline of dsy, — 
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And ev'ning's rajs now calmlj fell. 
Upon the ferdant, silent dell. 
Twinkling with dew drops, bright and ahaen. 
How freshly shone the foliage green ! 
While on each beauteous shrub and tree, 
A thousand birds made harmony. 
Soft scents were atealing on the air. 
From plant and flow'ret breathing tberei— 
And shining softly down the dale, 
A glorious rain-bow spanned the Tale. 

XLIII. 
A dark procession, side by side. 
Now slowly up the valley ride- 
In cloaked and hooded garb array *d, 
Mounted on mules^ they thread the glade. 
Till at the cell, a pause they made« 
*Ti8 Sedman; of St. Hilda's fane 
The holy Abbot, and his trdn. 
With horror struck, and bitter woe. 
The holy Monks their brother saw. 
Pale and exhausted lying there, 
Wounded to death by the boar-spear. 
A leech, among the sable erev. 
Aside the staunehing 'kerchief drew. 
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With which De Piercic Btemm'd the woaiiid^ 
And shook his head to ail aroood. 

XLIV. 

The iorrowiog Abbot hastes to poar 
The sacred oil of uoction o'er 
The dying Hermit's pallid brov« 
With many a holy prayer and ?ow« 
-—When was perform'd the solemn rite, 
A lieam of hea?*nly lastre bright. 
Broke o'er the featores sank and funt 
Of the expiring, marder'd Sunt ! 
He motion'd Here ward where he layi— ^ 
— Poor Hereward! who since earliest day. 
Had through the woods and vall^ roy'd 
To seek his child, so fondly lof'd— 
So strangely lost !— ^when the storm fell 
He sought the Hermit's sheLt'iing ceU; 
And since remaia'd^ o'erwhelmed with griefs 
OflTring with Pieroie kind relief 
To the poor wounded Hermit there*-— 

Hereward does te the couch refNdr}— • 
When, al the portal of the edl. 
Arrive, their startling tale to tell, 
The men who after Bruce had sped. 
And found him, thunderHitruck and dead. 
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The Abbot, aod the startled crowd, 
Signed the blest cr^ss, aod woodering bowed 
To the areogiog stroke of HeaveDy — 
Id Braee's doom, to jastlj gireo. 

XLV. 

Faint! J aod low the Hermit spoke. 
And first the solemn silence broke:— 
*' Short space have I m j tale to tell — 
Abbot and brethren^ all-^farewell! 
My blessing on joor Abbey rest; 
May eaeh aod all be truly blest! 
My fenrent soul, with warm desires. 
For Jesns* blessed courts aspires; 
I long for joy and rest in Bea?en— - 
And, as I hope to be forgiven, 
I now forgive each erring son. 
For my rash wrongs in passion done. 
Vengeance ha$ lighted on the head. 
Which most deserred Us tbanders dread. 
■^Not for my erael death alone, 
That gailty spirit must atone 
In flaming fire^^for yesternight, 
Hereward, thy child, thy home's delight, 
Found by his murdVing hand a grare. 
Where Esk's blue waters o'er her lare ! 
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'—I mark'd Mm do the accnrsdd de^d. 
And bence his muh to see mr bleed. 
Weep DOt, afflieted sire, nor mourn — 
—To thee, she can no more fetorn^- 
Bow to the stroke, so darkly given. 
And seek the gentle maid — in Heaven ! 
And yt, who shar'd the angrj strife, 
When Broce assaiPd mj aged life,— 
I bind this penance on each soul. 
As each desires a heavenly goal. 
Henceforth, by my express command. 
Ye hold of Streonefthaih's fane your land, 
When blossoms bud, and warblers sing. 
Amid the leafy bowers of Spring; 
— -I charge ye, on Ascension-eveu, 
Of stakes, within this forest riven, 
By earliest light of rising sun. 
In penance for transgression done — 
To make, on Whitby's yellow sand, 
A verdant hedge, which still must stand 
Three tides*— aiid at the matin hour 
Of nine — ^uur will ye find the power 
Of Ocean mock this penance meet 5— 
For still, will at that hour retreat 
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The sinkiog waves, and leave the strand 
Free for your forfeit-fence to stand. 
And still, on that appointed morn, 
A recreant note must blow the horn, — 
And still, on that appointed day, 
Your heirs this tribute-service pay,—* 
That thus may live, from age to age,. 
The slaughter of the Hermitage.*' 

XLVl. 

Feebler and faint his accents grew, 
*' I bid,'* he cried, '< a last adieu 
To this fair vale, and lovely stream,— 
-»I go where brighter glories beam! 
Farewell, a long and last farewell, 
To my lov*d home and lowly cell- 
Scene of Devotion's raptur'd joy — 
Sule bliss, the world can not destroy ! 
I bless you all — adieu, adieu!" 
One soft — long sigh, the Hermit drew—* 
And then his spirit fled above. 
To peace, and happiness, and love! 
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NOTE 



TO THE 



HERMIT OF ESKDALES10EL 



ERRArvM,^Pagre 21, sfanza 20, 

^°*^" Jf**™ '**® ^°^ «***P«^ twriokling streams 
The sacred Iamp*s undying beams." 

Read--" From the low cell, in twinkling streams, 
riow the blest lamp's undying beams." 

Gentleman and Freeholder [bf Fylingdale8j> called allatsoit, 
did, in the Month of October, the 16th day of the same Months 
appoint to meet and hunt the wild Boar, ia a certain Wood or 
Besart, called BikdiUe-SitUn The- Wood or Place did belong to- 
the Abbot of the Monastery of IFMeby, wb& was called Sbdman. 
Then the aforesaid Gentlemen did meet with their Doar-Stavea 
and' Honnds in the Place aforenamed, and there found a great 
wild Boar, and tiie Hounds did run him very^welF, near about: 
the Chapel and Hermitage of EskdedeSid^ where tbere was a. 
Monk of Whithy, who was an Hermit. The Boar being sore 
(Sronnded, and hotly} pursued, and dead-nn,^ took kt at the- 
Ghapel-Door, and there laid htm down and presently diedk^ 
The Hermit shut the Honnda forth of the Cbapel, and kept 
himself withitt at his Meditation and Prayers^ the Hounds^ 
standing at Bay without The Geatlemeu- in- the Thiek of the 
Wood, put behind their 6arae». following^ the Cry eff their 
Hounds, came to the Hermitage^ and found tfae-Houiidk round 
about the Chapel. Then came the Geatieoien. Uk the Doos eC 
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the Chapel, and called the Hermit, who did open the Door, »d^ 
come forth, and within lay the Boar dead; for the which, tb4» 
Gentlemen in a Pary« because their Hounds were pat from tbeir 
Game, did [most violently and cruelly] ran at the Hermit witb 
their Boar-Stares, whereof he died. Then the Genilemen^ 
knowinff and perceiving that he was in Peril of Death, took 
Sanctuary at Scarborough s but at that Time the Abbot, in great 
FMTour with the King, did remove them out of the Sanctuary, 
whereby they came in danger of the Law, and could not be 
privileged, but like to have the Severity of the Law, wbieh was 
Death for Death. But the Hermit being a holy Man, and being 
very sick, and at the Point of Death, sent for the Abbot, and 
desired him to send for the Gentlemen, who had wounded him 
to Death* The Abbot so doing, the Gentlemen caoke, and the 
Hermit being sore sick, said, i am sure to die o/ these Wounds, 
The Abbot answered. They shall die fur thee. But the Hermit 
said. Not so, far t freely forgive them, my Death, if they be 
comtenl to be enjoyned to this Penanee, fbr the Sitfeguard of their 
Souls. The Gentlemen being there present, [and terrified with 
the fear of Death,] bid him enjoy n what be would, so he saved 
their Lives. Then said the Hermit, * You and yours shall hold 
your Lands of the Abbot of Whitby, and his successors, in this 
manner^ That upon Ascension' Eve, you, or some for j'ou^ shall 
come to the Wood of the Stray^Head, which is in EskdaU-ssda, 
the same Day at Sun* rising, and there shall the Officer of the 
Abbot blow his horn, to the intent that you may know how to 
find him, and he shall deliver unto you William db BrucBy 
ten Stakes, ten Sirout-Stowers, and ten Yedders, to be cut by yoo, 
or those that come for you, with a Knife of a Penny Price j and' 
you Ralph OB Pbrcib, shall take one and twenty of each Sort, to 
be cut in the same manner; and you Allatson shall take nine of 
each Sort, to be cut as aforesaid ; and to be taken on your Backs 
and carried to the town of Whitby, and so to be there before 
nine of the Clock of the same Day aforementioned. And at 
the Hour of nine of the Clock, (if it be full Sea, to cease that 
h«rvice) as long as it is low water, at nine of the Clock, the 
asms Muur each of you shall set your Stahcs at the Brim of the 
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Water, each Stake a yard from another, and so Ytdder them, 

as with your Tedders, and so stake on each Side with yoar 

Strout'Stowers, that they stand three Tides without remoying by 

the Force of the Water. Each of you shall make them in several 

Place? at tie Hour aforenamed, (except it be fall Sea at that 

Hour, which when it shall happen to pass, that Senrice shall 

ceaae) and yon shall do this Service in Remembrance that you 

did [most cruelly] slay me. And that you may the better call 

to God for Repentance, and find Mercy, and do good Works, 

the Officer of Eskdale-Side shall blow his Horn, Out on you. 

Out 0H you, Out on you, for the heinous Crime of you. And if 

yon, aud your Successors do refuse this Service, so long as it 

shall not be full Sea, at that Hour aforesaid, you, and yours, 

shall forfeit all your Lands to the Abbot [of Whitby], or his 

Successors. Thus I do intreat the Abbot, that you may have 

your Lives and Goods for this Service, and you to promise by 

your Parts in Heaven, that it shall be done by you and your 

Successors, as it is aforesaid.* And the Abbot said, / grant aU 

that you have said, aud wiil confirm it by the Faith of an honest 

Man, Then the Hermit said. My Soul longeth for the Lord, 

and I do as freely forgive these Gentlemen my Death, as Christ 

forgave the Thief upon the Cross: And in the Presence of the 

Abbot and the rest, he said, In manus tuas Domine commenda 

spiritum meum: [a vincuUs enim mortis"] redemisti Tne, Domine 

veritatist.* A MEN. 

And so he yielded up the Ghost, the ISth day o( JDecember, 
upon whose Soul God have Mercy. Amen, ^nno Dom^i 
1160. [1159.]t— An;. George Young's History of Whitby, 
Fml, I. page ^10, 

* Psa. xzxi. 5. 

f From an ancient copy printed on vellum, with a few cor* 
rections and supplements taken from other copies. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



O mes amis!— rappelez-you8 quelquefois mes Ten,— moa 
amc y est empreiote. 

Madame de Stael. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



TO HAPPINESS. 



It it tb^ gay to-morrow of the mind 
That never comes. 

MlJUNMJbA. 



TniRirof the ioul!'-^Hope of^my heart!— 

Is'thereno home for thee on earth? 
Must alt life's layelydrtfaufl depart. 

Nor gifethy bright crention' birth? 
Art thoo an Iris, changefal — fair— 

Whteh sfitl eludes our eager grasp, 
And leaves pale Disappointment there. 

When thy blest form we hoped to clasp? 



Akl WMj, where it tkj dveHin^ place! 

Oar Mitb is Ikif— oar sines are elear— 
Ami ail cIm cArU of our rsee 

Axe het lo luke tliee veleome here : 
To ihee we raise the lofiij faae^- 

For thee ve dceiE iu aiarble vails— . 
And tlM rich auoe of Gienius dndn. 

To gfitter io its f^oi^eous halls ! 

For thee the eostlj feast we spread ; 

For thee we poor the sparklio|^ wioe 
Id bright libatioos— freelj shed 

To woo thee from thj haoots difioe. 
For thee we strike oor soondiog Ijrrca^ 

Aod ehsse thee thro' the misjr daocci 
Whilst Pleasore*s glow oor bosoms fireSf 

And sll her thoossDd wiles entrsDce. 

For thee we plock the flowers of Spring, 

And twine them *mid oar flowing hair ; 
While rose-bad wreaths we gait/ fling, 

To shed their balm/ fragrance there : 
For thee Thalia holds her eoart, 

And S/ren ? oices. pour their strains | 
ItlU dost thou shoo each gsjr resort. 

Our festWe pomp tbj smile diidahu. 
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For *Beath the gilded roofs of Pride» 

Oft lorks the eanker-iroriii aoseen ; 
Aod fell Remorse is apt to glide. 

Where Pleasnre*8 flying feet have lieeD. 
While thorns hsfe mingled with the wreaths 

We gaily wove» of elust'ring roses ; 
And fragraoee now no longer breathes^ 

Where pale Decay her tints discloses. 

—Wilt Ihoa not own the hallow*d spot. 

Where fond Affection's tendrils twine; 
And o'er the Mortal's cbecqoer'd lot^ 

Love sheds a steady ray divine}-— 
Thou wilt not sbnn the blissful home 

Of Peace, and Innocence, and Truth! 
Whence sweet Content can never roam. 

And Age looks smilingly on Youth! 

Where bowers of sweet repose are spread 

'Mid scenes of rural peace and joy^ 
While fairy footsteps lightljr tread. 

O'er flowers whose fragrance cannot cloy: 
Where joyous voices ring around. 

And merry eyes sre glancing bright )— 
Whete Beauty, Gladness, Youth abound. 

And all is present to delight. 

y 
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Bat ah ! acros« the iorely scene 

A gloomy shade may darkly glid«)^ 
And where Disease or Death hare beeo. 

Happiness never can reside: 
Bright Tenant of the realms abovov 

Oar Homes of Earth are not for theo! 
«— Ah! what avails our fondest love, 

Whose blight is Mutability ! 

Our Homes of Earth are not for thee*** 

But we will leave the haunts of men. 
For Nature's sweet soeiety— 

Far from the world and human ken t 
Shake o£f the stain our spirits eaught, 

*Mid earthly pomp, and toil, and paini«-» 
To revel in the realms of Tbooght— 

Where Solitode and Silence reign. 

Where the bright river's glassy stream. 

Mirrors the blue depths of the skies | 
And far its distant waters gleam. 

Where gently swelling hills arise t 
Where, o'er the meadows, itately trees 

At noon -day, cast a flickering shade-* 
And *mid their leaves, the dancing breeie 

Has softly marm'riog music made. 
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•—But o*er the fairest woodland scene^ 

Stern Winter still nsarps his sway,— • 
And hovfllng^ tempests, hleak and keeu» 

Mar the gay landscape with decay ^ 
The sparkling tide reflects no more-, 

The asure oaoopy serene ^ — 
Its turbid- waters rudely roar. 

While Horror blackens all the scene*. ' 

And is there, then^ no home below.,. 

Where Happiness may weave her bawers^j. 
Nor dread the change of time and woe« 

To dim her amaranthine flowergl 
Alas! the charms of Nature fade^. 

With joys which owe to her their birtbf 
And Mis'ry will too oft invade 

Where Love had blest our Homes^on Earth*. 

Our Humes may boast the hallowed guests. 

Rejoicing Hope — expectant Bliss — 
If, o*er the tumult of our breasts. 

Religion breathes her ''perfect peace:** 
There, Gratitude her treasures pours. 

And Resignation sheds her ray,— 
While Faith, with uplift eye, adores — 

Gazes on Heav*n, and points the way T 
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«— Far Okere, beyond o«r *circliiig skiw^ 

Tcwraoeiidkiit Hopf^iieM is found | 
*llidl gloriooo bowcra of Pindist, 

DUfoainf beaTUj joys oronod % 
And sU wbo seok tiM Ucoiod Bflil 

]leligion*s lovdy boasis affwd^ 
Msy twte ber fomtidns of doBfbl-* 

In tbe blest suasioiis of our Losd ! 
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THE M£RMAIDEN*S SONG. 



Across the ttiU and 'osoonltglit seii, 

A F48lter*« •vessel f ydes^-— 
While sonBtls oftloleet miostreUy, 

Float o'er the slumb'riDg tides. 

'^CooM to my l)aill#4-'--youDg Rofer! 

For thou art hold aod hrare-** 
And meal to he the lover 

Of a daughter of the wave ! 

"Come to flty halls l-^tDbere sadly, 

I sit and -sigh for thee»— 
1 will welcome thee-^ow gladly ! 

To my realms hek>w the sea ! 

*' Thoa shalt taste of choioest pleasures. 
To mortals yet uqIcdowd $'— 

Aod view the countless tresbures 
That surround my sparry throne. 



TBB MBBHimv*! «»•« 



<* WitUa the bed off Oeeu 
Mj IdofioMS wiMj ipfmd,-* 

TbM ihili hear ite rae tlen iaetioe» 
SofitI J MNDMBBf o'er th j heed. 

'^And Gtt the witehieg eieh^d/. 
That hreathea the Indiao aheUr— 

HThiie throogh ita breaat of harmony,. 
Soft wioda aod watera awelL 

*• Coiae to waj halla!—- where glUteriiig,. 

Bright apara and crjatala ahiee,—- 
Aod vhite and raddjr braochea fliog,. 

The gfore» of corallioe. 

" Come to mj halla!— where orient gem» 

Are seattered thichlj roand^— 
Nooe, Id earth*» rieheat diadema^ 

So beaotifal are found. 

" Fur here, the diamood'a pnreat rwf 

With ateady tostre abines,— 
More loeid than the light of day, 

Itfl Bpleadoar ne'er deelinea» 

'*ADd here the raby*8 glowing lights 

A mellow radianeo spreadi^— 
While trembling beama, more oold and bright. 

The emerald mildly ahede. 
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''And tbioe 8ball be tbe ploader 

Of many a stately deck-— 
Wbicb atorm, and war's fierce tbooder. 

Have made a gallant wreck. 

** Witbin my caves of Ocean, 

Tbeir wealtby spoils are stored f 
The rich and costly portion, 

A sea-nympb brings ber lord» 

'*And oft-times to enobant tbee^ 

Witb softest barmony— - 
Sweet melodiee I'll cbaont tbee^ 

As we float opoo tbe sea. 

'' Wben CTcning'a porple glory, 

Sbines o'er tbe boundless maio> 
O'er cliff, and moontain boary— 

How sweet will be B^y strain I 

*'And wben pbospboric splendour,. 

Illumes tbe oNdnlgbt sea— 
How bewitcbing!— and bow tender!— » 

Will be ny songs for tbee 1 

** Tben baste to me««yoong Rover! 

For tboa art bold and brave-— 
And meet to be tbe lover 

Of a daughter of tbe wavel 



«• Coma to my halUI'^-wbere «ftdftyp 

1 sit and ngh for iliMr- 
I 'Will weltNMne tliee«-how gk4\j\ 

To my rotlms below the soa! " 

The Fisher leods a wUHDg ear, 

And on, hU refisel glides;— 
He Btarts — \a that a whirlpool near — 

Where chafe the 'whelming lidee?-^ 

A moment's thought— ^hls brow he orosi' 
His bark sboota o'er llie ware! 

The soul and boat^ so nearly lost, 
Jesa! he prays to 8a?e. 

Dark grows the night— the tempest sweeps 

Athwart a starless sky;— 
Andy fearlfiHy^ the sonnding deeps 

Lift dieir fierce Toiees bigh. 

Bat morning eomes*— and Into port 

The little vessel salls~* 
While mid her 8hroads> s«ft breeies «port^ 

And blonT the fcv'rtog gales. 

— >And oft the Fisher warns his mates. 

Who wandsr oVr tbe main^*- 
To shun the sweet and artful baitSt 

Of the MersMiden's «tMki I 
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THE HALLS OF MI88OLON0HL 



If thoa regret'st thy yooth, why life? 

The land of honoorabla death 
Is here: up to the field, and giye 

Away thy breath. 

Seek out, less often songht than found, 

A soldier^s grare, for thee the best: 

Then, look aronnd, and choose thy gconnd, 

And take thy rest. 

Btbon. 



Ik the Halle of MissoloDghi, 

A Chief explrinf lay*— 
Where soldtere gather Ihrongly, 

While ebbs hit life ftway I 
CoDfoeloD tod dismay sarrevDi** 

And war's tarmoil is there,—- 
Where silent Sorrow ihoald be foand. 

Or the grare ohefebman's prayer. 
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He had left bis lands and lordehlp>. 

And saiPd far o*er the seas, 
For danger and for hardship* 

In the hapless cause of Greece^ 
He oame, in the red battle-field. 

If so it chanced— to die! 
While o*er bis gory bed was peal'di 

The shoot of Victorj ! 

He came— -to blend a warrior s bajs» 

With bright Apollo's crown ^ 
And higher yet the altar raise 

Of bit own fair renown^ 
He came—with treasure freely poor* 

And all a Patriot's fire> — 
To add the triumphs of the Sword 

To the triumphs of the Lyre! 



He came— to giro a sated Kfe> 

In Glory's arms away; 
In Battle's spirit-stirring strife—. 

—Not Mtff^ in dull decay. 
And now« on ferer's restless bed» 

Inglorious must, he die— ^ 
Where he the squadrons might bafs led». 

Of Greece and Liberty! 
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fie came— -from Grecian necks to break 

The bated Moslem yoke-* _ 
^And Freedom's echoes to awakCf 

Where erst ber trumpets spoke ! 
He came her altars to aprear. 

And raise each ruin*d fane^* 
And 9 from a bleeding country, tear 

Oppression's ratblese chain I 

0*er bis Lord's dying pillow 

Does one sad mourner bend ; 
He had track'd him o'er the billow^ 

Hi9 /olluwer and his friend : 
The staunch, stout-hearted yeomaU) 

Who— *from his Master's side^^ 
Nor fear of foreign foe-man. 

Nor danger could difidel 

—And is he thus expiring, 

In a distant land alone. 
Whose Harp our souls is firing 

With its undying tone.?— ^ 
Ill-fated—- dark and lonely, . 

Thy brief career has been ! 
#High Inspiration only, 

To gild thy Vilder'd scene! 



Bright, erniicr Cfalid of Gentuil 

-•Who lihail dare to ceneore ffaeo f 

» 

Or ««t ono thaile caiomDions, 

On thy hallowM memorj ! 
niDO was a dangfrous dowr j/^ 

Apotto*! tiomiDg beam^ 
No «arthlj fooat ean latisiy — 

Bol an immortal stream ! 

For Ihine^ were aspirations, 

This hollow world beyond ; 
And— to thine inspirations, 

What bosom could respond t 
To Cbj rspt Lyre's impassioned tone, 
. What mosic could reply } 
i— Nature's harmonious voice alone. 

The earthy and seas, and slcyl 

The mighty Sire, whose temp'ring hand. 

Thy soul's keen polish knew^- 
And whose unsleeping knowledge seann'd 

Thy grosser frailties too ; 
Hay, to the errors of hit child, 

Parentd grace accord — 
And pardon—though ths sheath defil'd 

The lustre of the sword ! 
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The halo of Fame's glorious rays, 

Shall gild thioe early tomb $ 
While deathless wreaths of brightest bays. 

Shall o*er thy ashes bloom! 
And in our Coootry'a fairest page^ 

Shall shine her Byron's name ; 
From year to year— from age (o age-^ 

Its glory still the same ! 
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THOUGHTS OP AN INVALID. 



'- Though absent long, 
Theie forms of beauty have not been to ine» 
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye : 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet. 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart. 
And passing even into my purer mind. 
With tranquil restoration. 

Wordsworth. 



Oft when oppresiM with pain and griefi 

Langttid and fe?er-tOBB*d I lie,«— 
Where nought can cheer, or give relief^ 

And frequent bursts the struggling lighj 
When reading palls — and converse tirea^— 

And from my Babes fatigued I turn. 
While kindled are the hectic fires. 

That thro* my frame corrode and burn ;^ 
I think upon the cooliog Streams, 

That wander through the mesdows frec^ 
And steep my hot and fevered dreams, 

lu Images of Puritj. 
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1 think upon the silent Hill,— 

Where I have sate in days of yore, 
And felt each rapture, deep and still. 

As I may ne'er be bless'd with more: 
Where stretcb'd the dark brown heath around,— 

Abore, Heaven's azure concave shone,— > 
And^ scatter'd lliinly o'er the ground, 

Gleam'd thro* the moss, the dim grey 8tone j 
While, 'mid the silence, oft is heard. 

The peaceful moor-sheep's plaintive cry. 
The twitter of a startled bird. 

Or bee*8 deep hum, while sweeping by. 

I think upon the gushing Rills, 

That sparkle brightly to the Sun, 
And through the silence of the hills. 

Gaily their cheerful current run ; 
In Summer's heat, 'tis sweet to lie, 

With their cool waters welling near; 
Their limpid freshness soothes the eye,— 

Their rippling music charms the ear: 
Stainless those little mountain streams. 

Pursue their journey to the sea ; 
And image forth, in Fancy's dreams, 

Pure Life — and vast Eternity ! 
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1 tbiDk OD glowing Summer e?e8« 

When free^ as yet, from pun and care, 
I wander'd od, amid the lea? es. 

Tasting the soft loxoriant air,— 
Praogbt with the woodbine's balmr breathy 

Which far its loscioas fragrance throws; 
And pausing ott, to snatch a wreath. 

Where blooms the lofely wilding roscj — 
While, on the gentle erening gales. 

Is borne the hay-ileld*8 sweet perfame ; 
And oft, the half-cloy'd sense inhales 

The purple bean-flower's od'roos bloom. 

Sweet is it^ thus, to muse and dream, 

Our pleas'd uoconscioiis youth away,— 
To court bright Fancy's orient beam. 

And far from peopled haunts to stray; 
To gaze upon the glowing West, 

Where slowly sinks the Orb of Day, 
And laves his beams in Ocean's breast, 

While glory tracks his parting way — 
And, where those gorgeous clouds are fori'd. 

In mimic palaces and towers. 
Imagination paints a world. 

Brighter and lorelier far than ours ! 
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I think on fervid Summer days, 

When I have lov'd to sit alone, 
And on the spreading Ocean gaze. 

And listen to its murm'ring tone,— 
As, curling to the echoing shore. 

Breaks on the beach, each silver wave ; 
While the white sea-mew circles o*er. 

And her bright wing delights to Iave>— 
Yes, it 18 sweet, in scenes like these, 

To taste the bliss of Solitude,— 
Where sights and sounds alike must please. 

And harmonize the troubled mood. 

1 think upon the lowly Nest, 

Among cool pastures far away^ 
Where the Lark hides her downy breast, 

And springs aloft at peep of day. 
Swift through the yielding air she ffies. 

And cleaves her upward course along,-— 
Piercing the azure-vaulted skies. 

With her shrill-sounding matin song;— - 
Could I but own her buoyant wing. 

Par from this fevVish world Td soar. 
To re[(ion8 of eternal Sjfring, 

Where pain and grief are felt no moref 
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I think upon the fresh 'niog Breeze- 
That sweeps its chainless coarse aloof. 

Whether it gently stirs the trees, 
Aud sports the forest-boughs amoDg,-— 

Whether, o*er beds of fragrant flowers. 
The perfum'd gales are softly stealing,*— 

Or, when the threatening Tempest lours, . 
The rushing blasts are loudly pealing t 

To each, the strange, mysterious chords. 
That form the music of the mind, — 

Sweet» sad, or solemn tones afford. 
As breathes thy roice. Oh viewless Wind ! 

I iLiulc upon the solemn Night, 

When, 'mid those purple skies afar. 
The lorely Moon emits her light. 

And brightly burns each glorious Star. 
•^Aud not in Tain ye brightly burn! — 

The rotts'd, awaken'd Soul replies ; 
•^-Much may the ardent spirit learn. 

Gazing upon those tranquil Skies! 
Far as the Earth's remotest bound 

Is heard, though silently, their rolce ; 
Diffusing holy thoughts around, 

Aud bidding fainting hearts rejoice!— > 
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I ibiok upon the living Streams, 

Beyond those radiant, speaking Skies ; 

And feast my glad aspiring dreams^ 
With rapt'rous thooghta of Paradise. 

] think upon the Fields of light, 
Far, far abore oar Planet's sphere. 

Where fades no joy— where lurks no blight- 
But all is blissful, bright and elear! 

Where the assembled happy flock^ 
Their blest Redeemer's face behold ; 

And Sorrow's pangs no more can shock, 
The ransom*d tenants of His fold! 
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oswy, 

A Legendary Ttde of Cleveknd. 



Oh! we have need of patient faith Moir» 
To clear away the myateriea of sncfa wo! 

Mrs, Hbmams. 



'TwAS on a Sammer eTenIng— -when a tnua 
Mo?ed slowly on throngh Cleveland's fertile plain ; 
Dimm*d was their garb by travel's dust and soil^ 
Their palfreys wearied with unwonted toil, — 
Yet might yon see^ on each grave brow impress'd, 
The thoughtful knowledge of some high behest; 
Amid the throng a litter's freight they bear — 
Northumbrians Princess, and her Infant Heir. 

Where Roseb'ry rears his isolated cone^— 
Like some huge Giant^^-migbty and alone; 
And, in his solitary grandeur, stands 
To gaze^ afar, o'er soft surrounding Iands,~- 
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— ^I'arn'd tbal grave escort, from tb* aeou^tom*d roed^ 

To one bat rarely by toch travllera trode ; 

Up thecteep MoanUiu'a side, tbey sloirly we»d» 

And painfally he rngged beigbk atceodi— 

At length tbey gain its barren, heatby brov. 

And gaie npoD the lorely Vale below. 

Gay teots, unwonted sight! are qaickly spread. 
And glitter strangely on that Moantain's head — 
Gailtless before of suoh faotastie crown, 
— His eoroiietj the Mist and Gload alone ! 

The astonish'd peasantry, with op-torn *d gaze, 
Mark Roseb'ry's stranger-guests with mate amaie ; 
Whose solemn preparations all declare, 
Tbey mean to make no transient risit there. 

Meanwhile, attendants carefully dispose. 
Means for refreshment, and the night's repose; 
And, when their duteous services are done, 
The royal Lady, and her little Son, 
Are left, within the tent, to rest alone. 
— Costly repast is placed upon the boards 
With fruits and odorif'rous pigments stored; 
But still untouch 'd the golden Tcssels stand, 
Though placed inritiogly, by Order's hand. 
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■^Wrapt tod absorbed in all a Mother's jojr^ 
The Prineess gaies foodly on her Bojr; 
Whose features fair— and noble, TiKVoos form-^ 
With intVesfj e? 'n a stranger's breast might warm ; 
She clasps him to her fond maternal heart. 
While in her eyes soft tears of rapture start,-— > 
And oft repeats the oft-return'd caress^ 
And pauses still to gase, and still to bless ! 

*<Now thou art safe, my beautifal! my own! 
Safe are we^ Oswy, on this Monntaio lone! 
Far, far above the Sea's tumaltnoos tide- 
Far from fierce Rivers rolling deep and wide* 
«— No Lake, of bounds o'er-BwoKn, can reaeb us here. 
So welcome Hope ! and bid adieu to Pear ! 
On this high Moant, the Augur's doom I brave,-^ 
Nor dread his terrors of prophetic ware. 
To sweep my Oswy from his Mother's breast,— 
Bat saTely may he on this bosom rest!" 

Hnsh'd by her song, and cradled by her hand. 
The Boy reslgn'd himself to slumbers bland ; 
— -Still the glad Mother,- by her sleeping Child, 
Hung fondly o'er, and in her rapture smil'd; — 
Kiss'd his soft lips, and forehead brightly fair. 
Till her full soul found best relief in prayer! 
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Long knelt the there^ in plenitttde of jojri 
Then rising, gazed again, and kiss'd her Bojr« 

How beautiful is Childhood's happy sleep ! 
In Innocence how pare! — Repose how deep!-» 
We gaze, half-revVentlj, on rest so fair, 
And feel a holier spirit breathing there. 
Spell-bound, we lean above the tranquil form, 
To fuller beauty flush*d by slumbers warm; 
And fondly linger o*er each placid grace, 
How softly beaming in the quiet face! 
^— Ah! might such graces evermore appear. 
And Purity and Peace smile always there ! 

All thoughts of joy were to that Princess sent, 

Loit in a reverie of full content; 

Seldom and rare, such blissful moods are given-^ 

Bat when they are, Earth breathes to us of Heaven! 

And even Hope's delicious tumults cease. 

Lost in the certainty of perfect peace: 

—Not oft can we such cloudless transports know, 

"The torrent's smoothness, ere it dash below!" 

The curtain'd entrance, now, the Lady raia'd,— 
And o*er the soft, reposing landscape gaz'd. 
—In that pure region of the middle air, 
What deep tranqoillity and peace were there ! 
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Which sweetly harmoDnM in blissfol retC, 

With the delighlfal eelmoess of her breeit. 

— Santet, with hoes of rich and gorgeons dyes. 

Had spread hie banner in the Western skies; 

Earth smiles eochantedj in the golden beam. 

While o'er her Terdant breast Its glories stream. 

Fur spreads the undulating Vale around, 

mth trees, and woods^ and richest culture crown*d: 

While ooble Mountains link stupendous chain. 

And rise, protecting, from the smiling plun. 

Far 'mid the glowing West, the Lady sees, 

Where rolls thy silver stream-^majestic Tees! 

—But glancing quickly to the spreading main, 

The Princess clos'd her silken doors again ; 

A chili of horror through her bosom rnsh'd— 

Till pleas'd Security her tremors bush'd. 

^^* Safe are we here, from Stream and rolling Sea, — 

They cannot come» my Child, to injure thee ! 

Save that a Deluge lifts them to the sky, 

Then, in one waTOjengolph'd, we both shootd die!'*»- 

Tbe Prince was lock'd in slumber— sweet, serene— 
O'er him, how fondly, does his Mother lean ! 
Till Sleep, long banish'd from her wakeful eyes. 
Now gently seals them, with a soft surprise : 
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Tir*d Natare yields^— the Mother and her Boy, 
Are lost In gratefal sleep's unconsciotts joy. 

Morn wakes the tuneful bird— the busy bee^- 
0*er parple heaths, to hold their rerelry; 
And Morn is lorely, on that Mountain old. 
Of which this leg^endary tale is told. 
He seems to rear his hoary Crest on high. 
To court the awak'ning blusheb of the sky; 
Whose earliest beams, first gild bis dewy brow. 
Long ere bright rays steal o*er the Vale beluw. 
—And, cloudlessly, that morning rose and smiled. 
To wake, with its soft light, the joyous Child : 
Who soon up-springing, gaz*d surpris'd around. 
Nor wist, at first, what scene might him surround. 

^^* Not this my couch, in fair Northumberland I*'-— 
Bat soon was recoguix*d, the spot he scann'd $ 
He softly kiss'd his sleeping Mother's brow, 
—Then, from the tent, went bounding like a roe,— 
Uomark*d by any, for fatigue and sleep, 
Tet plung'd them in obiirion, calm and deep. 
—-Delighted with unwonted liberty, 
The Boy ro?*d on, with step and spirit free ; 
Now pao8'd-*-to gaze upon the East, where roll'd 
Cloads of rich parple, blent with burnbh'd gold, — 

H 
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Now dash'd the dew^ from the wild-rose twaj. 
And httDg enraptur'd o*er the scented spray,— 
Imbib'd the woodbine's redolent perfume, 
And ploek'd the lowly heath-flower's purple bloom. 

At length he reach'd a limpid, bubbling rill. 

Which coolly gushes, on that mossy hill; 

The tinkling Fount makes melody around, 

To Oswy, all unwonted sight and sound — 

For still where streamlets sing, and waters play. 

Had Oswy watchfully been kept away; 

In hope the Prince might shun the doom of dread. 

Like sword suspended o'er his infant head. 

-—Prediction's ruice had waru'd, that in the ware, 

Northumbria's heir should find an early grave |^ 

But, could he 'scape such doom, his bright career 

In Britain's annals would be held most dear. 

—For this, the Princess sought that Mountain's height. 

To ward her Child from the decree of Fate ; 

And, with false safety, tranqaillix'd and bless'd. 

Amid unconscious danger, took her real. 

Long, by that Fountdn, piay*d the gladsome Childly 
While on its bason, Morn's first radiance smil'di— 
In which, reflected now, the Prince espies. 
His beaateoas Shadow, with a pleas'd surprise. 
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Long, coyly tbcre^ the pretty Shade he eyed. 

Smiling upoD him from the crystal tide ; 

Soch Shade, before, the Boy bad nerer seen, 

— «Nor can he now define what it may mean ! 

He stoops-^is playmate by the band to clasp, 

Bot only ice-cold water meets his grasp ! 

He thinks that sorely hid, beneath the stream, 

Mast be that Boy, whose smiles upon him beam! 

Upon the brinic, be hesitating stood— 

Tbeo pittng'd, to meet his Doom, in that small flood ! 

The stifling waters drown'd his feeble cry, 

Ind none beheld his dying agony ! 



•-Alas ! for that poor Mother's waking woe. 
To miss the Babe — ^her cherish'd bliss below! 
—Alas ! for her— who came, too late, to save 
Her beauteous Oswy, from the fatal ware ! 
-—Oh ! pang most fearful, to the Mother's hearf. 
To feel such deep, deep love — and yet to part ! 
Bj that lone Fount, bereav'd, the Princess stands, 
With curdling cheek, and vainly-wringing hands; — 
The mute attendants gather sadly round. 
While speech at length the wretched Mother found. 
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-»'< Alas ! too loDg and fraitieiBly Vft strlf eo, 
To mar thy changeless porposcs, high Heaven! 
Gb ! grant me strength, to bear this stvnaiog blow. 
And be my Comforter and Blessing, Tboa ! 
— Henceforth to Heaven— myself I dedicate^ 
Ko more to straggle 'gainst the doom of Fate. 
A Cloister's, shade shall hide me in its gloom. 
To pray, for ever, by my Osvy's tomb; — 
And cherish hope, that when these woes are o'er. 
My Babe and I shall meet-— to part no more!*' 
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LINES, 
WrHien Nov. 2\il, 1832, after great aJlicHon. 



Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth, where moth 
and rust doth corrupt, and where thieves break through and 
steal: 

But lay up for yourselves treasures in Heaven^ where neither 
moth nor rust doth corrupt, and where thieves do not break 
through nor steal; 

For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also. 

St. Matthew* 



Set no:—- set not your hearts on Earth, 

Her joys are fleeting — her gifts have co worth; 

Bright and fair as her glories seem. 

They will fade to the touch, like the hues of a dream ; 

8ireet as the draught in her Chalice may be. 

The dregs are cmbitter*d by Misery. 

Heed not the baits of her gilded snare. 
Trouble*. and watchings, and toil are there; 
Anxious days and sleepless nights. 
Are ibe price of the Miser's stern delights ; 
And many a coffer's hoarded gold, 
Could a tale, of murder and fraud unfolds 
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Raise not yoar eye to Ambition's Star, 
Where, fiercely flaming, It beams afar $ 
The scorchiog glare of its banefnl lights 
Eacb lorely growth of the Soul will blight ; 
Andy beneath its self-consuming fire. 
Freedom, and Honour, and Truth expire! 

Does thy bosom swell with the hope that Fame- 

May blazon her glories around thy name } 

That about thy brows her wreaths shall twine, 

And the meed of immortal praise be thine? 

— With the burning brain, and the racking thought^ 

And the wasted frame, will thy laurels be bought! 

Has Love bis thraldom about thee wound. 
And thy heart in his silken fetters bound? 
Are his roseate hues o*er thy future cast,* 
Does he promise for ever bis joys shall last r 
Hast thou made thy bosom an Idol's throne, 
Where he reigns despotic, and reigns alone ? 

Soon, too soon, will the vision fade. 

When the wreck of heart and of peace is made ; 

The fairy scenes Love's witch*ries make. 

Fleet like the Desert's treach'rous lake; 

And the weary Pilgrim journeys on, 

AVben Love, and Hope^ and Joy are gone ! 



Doit thou pour Affiaction's treuaMs. furthi 
Oa some fair, frail things 8ome< Cfaild of Eartb^ 
Dost thou garner tbybopag on aome deav^aad^ 
And tears of parental rapture sbf d» 
As theJofely human blo8aom4)low8| 
And far and wide its fragranee throws) 

Place not— place not your treasure there,— 
Or farewell Peace! — welcome Despair!—- 
The fairest forms, Decay will pine. 
And bid each buddbg grace decline ; 
And fell Disease oft sweeps away. 
The f ainly lof 'd, and cherish'd clay ! 

Taste not PIeasure*8 madd'ning draughty 
—Mark those well who her cup hare quafTd ; 
Tbe haggard cheek, and the reeling eye, 
Are the signs which note her Votary ; 
And Health and Peace, nay, the precious Soul, 
Are often lost in the midnight bowl ! 

Those blessed Lips which could not lie. 
Hare bid us build our hopes on high : 
— Place we on Earth our fondest trust. 
Our treasures are clay, and our wealth is dust; 
And rust may canker, and moths consume, 
What escapes from spoil and the yawning tomb. 
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Fix— oh ! fix then— yoor hopes abofe, 
Transplant to Heaven that yearning lore I 
BI1SS9 on Earthy bat blooms— to die ! 
In Heaven— it blossoms eternally ! 
And lasting the treasure— anchanged the reward- 
That is wuting in Heaven— for the lov'd of their Lord i 
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THE EMIORANf PEASANT'S FAREWELL. 



* Nos pntria finei| et dnlcia linqQimus arra; 

Noi patriam fai^imus: 

ViROiL Ec. I. 3, 4. 

£](ilioqae domoi et dalcia Hmina mutant, 
Atqae alio patriam quaBrunt lub Sole jaceDtem. 

ViroilO.il 511.512. 



Tis E?e-«and o*er the distant hill 

Slow sinks the Orb of Day, 
While clouds of glory linger still. 

To track bis parting way : 
0*er rock and sea, that lovely light, 

A mellow radiance throws^ 
And field and wood are glancing bright, 

In evening's soft repose. 

* In apology for tbe apparent affectation of making a quo- 
tadoQ from a language of whicb I am totally ignorant,— I 
beg leave to say, that I have done fo, at tbe request of my 
bther, who judged this beautiful selection from Virgil, too 
ippropriate to the tenor of the little poem to which it is 
prefixed, to be omitted. 
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A Stately Vessel proadly glides 

O'er Oeeso's glsssj breast) 
Her boojant keel the surge di? Ides, 

Wbieh rears its snowj erest: 
To coart the soft awak'niDg gale« 

Her white wings are onfurrd^ — 
To weft that fur, receding SaU, 

To the far Western world. 

The glorloos Ship ! — She grandly looms 

In the declining Sanj 
While, from the shore, now grsvely booms. 

The solemn farewell Gun : 
And, erer and anon, this strain. 

Is o*er the waters flungi 
Upon the mighty, tranqail Main, 

By parting foiees sung. 

<< Adieu ! — A long and last adieu. 

Our pleasant nati?e Land i 
We go, to seenet and faces new, 

Upon a foreign strand : 
It boots not, nots, to mourn and weep— - 

It boots not to repine — 
Though we may find not, o*er the Deep, 

A soil more lof'd than thine! 
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'< We lea? e oar HomeSy where jojroasly^ 

Oar oiro young footsteps strayed; 
Where, ander Sammer's sbelt'riDgf tree» 

Oor children safely play'd. 
We leave the Hearths, where soog and tale. 

Have cheer'd the winter night,— 
In oar own cherish'd, native rale, 

*Moog Icindred faces bright! 

'* We leave — we leave oar pleasant Fields— 

Oor haunts by wood and stream; 
How sweet the scent their harvest yields! 

How bright their waters gleam! 
No more shall we— how cheerily— 

In those lov*d limits toil; 
Bat heartless— hopelese— wearily— 

Improve a foreign soil. 

" We leave the Tombs, where qaietly, 

Oar Fathers* ashes llcj 
Oar own will sleep— across the deep** 

Beneath another Sky: 
We leave the ancient Chnrch, where first, 

Our soals comabon'd with God| 
Where holy thooghts were gently nnrs'd 

Even by the hallow'd sod ! 
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<' Fftreweli— a looff ud last farawdl— 

Our truquil cottage home ! 
The fav'riBg gales our canvass swell. 

While chafes the salt sea-foam : 
Farewell, the Lead which gave ds birth, 

Which saw e«r children horo, — 
Which Icnew our youth's anlieeding mirth, 

And Manhood's cares forlora ! 

<< We go, where fast Sa? anoahs spread, 

A distant home to find; 
Where gloomy Forests, dark and dread. 

Bow to the midnight wind ! 
We go, where mighty Rivers pour 

Their rushing torrents wide; 
To hear Ohio's waters roar. 

Or Sasquehana's tide! 

^< And other hands oor fields will reap. 

While far remov'd we stray { 
And, o'er Atlsntic's awfol deep, 

Have ta'en our parted way. 
Upon our hearths, now cold and dead, 

A Stranger's fire will bnm; 
While we to other lands have fled— 

—We never shall return ! 
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''Adieu! again, our native shore; 

Our homes — our friends adieu ! 
We hear your kind farewells no more; — 

No more your faces TieV. 
Think of us in your pensive hours ;-*- 

Think of us in your prayer;—- 
We fear no storm that darkly lours--^ 

For— Father !— Thou art there!*' 
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EGERIA TO HER LOVER. 



EgerUl sweet creation of »me he«t 

Which found no mortd retting-plwe lo f^r 

A. thine ideri breart; wbate'er thoo art 

Or wert,-a young Aurora of the air. 

The nympholepay of some fond despair* 

Or it might be, a beauty of the earth. 

Who found a more than common roury tbew 

Too much adoring; whatsoe'er thy Mrth, 
S^u^.b-»t"W*o-gW.»d«.ftIy bodied forth. 

CHiLDB HaaoiD, Cahto IV. r. 1 J8. 



Within my iU»er fountwo, 

I tit wd wait for theej 
The hour, wd minutet counting, 
Which part my Lord from me: 
Mightier the dettbleis flsme 1 prove, 
♦ Then that which I Inspire, 
For mine, the depth, of woman', lore. 
With »n Immortal's fire! 



SOBRU TO HRR LOV»B. ^ 

When the first blushing light of day 

Coloars my crystal rill, 
Aod bright Apollo's golden ray, 

Streams o*er the distant hill> 
With joy 1 hail the day-ster's birlh, 

Which, in its soft decline^ 
When evening's shades steal o'er the earth, 

Will blend my soul with thine! 

When, in the fervid heat of noon, 

I seek my coolest cell^ 
Aiid sit and muse on thee alone. 

Where purest waters well : 
1 sigh to think, 1 cannot share 
With thee, my limpid homej 
Nor shield thee from the sun and air. 
Of thine own glowing Rome I 

When, in the purple light of eve. 

The flowers their petals clo«e ; 
And weary men, their labours leave, 

For Nature's soft repose: 
When perfumes fill the gentle air, 

That breathe from plant and tree, — 
I, to my fountain's side, repair. 
And watch and wail for thee ! 
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Oft tben, as fade the fleeting^ hoars, 

lo roseate light away, 
The DigbtiDgale, above mtf pours 

Her soft, melliflaoas lay: 
This fault'ring tongue cau ne'er ezpreas 

All that I feel for thee) 
Let her entrancing tenderness^ 

My soul's best mediuBi be ! 

Then, while each bnrniDg star of night. 

My fount its mirror makes ; 
And the bright moon*s resplendent liglit» 

Its crystal depths awalcea; 
How merrily the bubbles dance, 

To meet that glorious beam, 
Which casts, at length, its wish*d-for glance, 

Upon my haunted stream I 

Haste, Nnma, haste !— 4)r 1 will chide 
My Lover's slow delay; 

Fling all thy cares of state aside. 
Thy regal pomp away: 

In love and bliss the^f have no part- 
So come, with spirit free, 

And bless the food, and loving hearty 
That watches still for thee ! 
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META, OR THE POWER OP JOY, 

A Tale. 



«^— 'ttessuii maffgior dolort » 

Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 

Nella miseriai— < 

Dantb* 



It is a simple tale I tell; 

-—But bumaD joy, and human woe. 
Have power the answVing^ hearts to swell 

Of those^ who own a kindred throe; 
Whether Emotion's tide is poured 

Tbrons^h sterner bosoms of the North,— 
Or hearts, with Southern passions stored, 

Lafiab their burning treasures forth; 
Where'er it be, that Grief has wept, 

Devotion pray'd, or Hope has smil'd, 
Or Love into the heart has crept, 

'Mid city-throngs, or in the wild:— 
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Where'er the joys aod griefs are kaown. 

Our common nature bids us feel^ 
Responsife throbs we still must oim, 

And sigh for woe, and smile for weal: 
Therefore this simple tale I tell. 

Of home-felt grief and home-felt joy^— 
Too potent joy— as it befell, 
To one, whoseyonthfullife, snch gladness could destroj! 

Not distant far, where Haerlem's towers 
Arise, 'mid stately grofes and bowers, 
A wealthy Merchant's mansion stood, 
Embosom'd in a noble wood. 
Fair were his fieldb — his gardens fair- 
Abundance p'»ur*d her treasures there; 
Hib vessels ride the subject main—* 
His flocks and herds adorn the plain—- 
And, in his home, a blooming train 
Of youths, and gentle maidens rise. 
To bless their loving parents* eyes. 
The kindly neighbours smile to see^ 

Their worthy friend's prosperityj 

In others' woes to bear a part. 

Prompt was his kind, expansive heart — 

And alt who bless'd him as he pass'd, 

Wish'd his fair fortunes e'er might last— 
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Aod Sorrow's bligbt, and Hope's decaj. 
Far from bii maDiioo keep away. 

Who has not mark'd, where bright aod boon, 
Sbine the resplendeot beams of Noon} 
Some enfioas Cloud at distance rise> 
Aud veil their lustre from his eyes? 
—Small tho', at first, that envious Cioadi 
Soon it extends its gloomy shrood; 
And o'er the dim, and paling Sun, 
Spreads its dark mantle, drear and dan. 
Then, blinding showers begin to fall, ' 

And Nature's charms are hid in pall : 
While all the beauteons flowers that threw 
Their sweetness on the morning-dew. 
And oped their blooms, to court the ray. 
Of the refulgent God of Day,— 
Now hang their beads beneath the rain. 
Their bright leaves dimmed by spot and stain^ 
Their odours fled— their beauties soiled — 
They lie — of loveliness despoiled. 

Who has not mark'd — 'he tempest o'er— 
When pouring torrents fall no more, 
When angry clouds disperse away, 
Aud bursts again the cheering ray,— 



IM HiVA> OE^rm rowsii op #oy« 

« 

Thoofli bent tMr stMB» and eopa with rftla» 
Thote drooping flowvrn rofWo ag ■io^— - 
And glistening wet witli pearlj dew^ 
Upraise their prostrate eharms anew^— - 
Bestowing fragrance rieh and sweety 
To bail the parting Storm's retreat^— 
And rear their loyelj heads once more. 
Fresher and fairer than before ? 

Who has not mark*d some hapless flower^ 
Low bowed amid the thnnder-sliowery*-* 
Broken and benty all sullied lie. 
Nor rise beneath a smiling skj,— - 
Whioh poors in ?ain its genial ray, 
0*er the poor flow*f et's dim deeaj } 

Thos rose, afar, the en?ioas Cload, 
Oar worthy Merchant's hopes to shroad» 
Whether Almighty Power deslgn*d, 
To ha?e his sterling ore refio'd 
In adverse Fortune's furnace-fire — 
To humble pride— and stint desire : 
—Or whether Sathanaa had power. 
To tempt in Sorrow's puofol hour-^ 
As erst o'er Job soeb sway was gif e«» 
To profo him in the sight of Hea? en t 
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—That as it maj, his fortanes failed^ 
Prosperity's bright Sun was ▼eited-— 
On everj side^ reverses rose, 
His plans^ onloolc'd events oppose. 
Some jears to breast the stream he tried, 
Which forced atoog its 'whelming tide,— - 
Till, as he marlc'd each hope's decay. 
His fortitude and strength gave way; 
Of bopefai energy despoiled, 
"So more against the stream he toiled,— 
But saw its darkly-flowing tide. 
Spread devastation far and wide,— 
And all bis cherish'd household joy^ 
His wealth and bliss alike destroy. 

Time pass'd— and where he dwelt of yore. 
The worthy Merchant dwells no more — 
A stranger owns his fair domain, 
While distant far, he seeks to gain, 
A scanty pitiance— far remov'd 
From scenes, so long and fondly lov'd. 
—Oft will Distress^ Love's links divide; 
His children, scatter'd far and wide. 
Must earn a painful livelihood 
In the harsh bonds of servitude. 
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One fOD, a TeDrroos youth and bold. 
Left Iko low roof, io qoost of ^M; 
He BOVfht the traffie-teemin^ aiaiD» 
Other, and wealthier laods to gido; 
And hoped, by treatore hardly woo, 
Beoeaih a bornio^ lodiao sod, 
Hli min'd parents to restore 
To their '< fur palmy state** of yore. 
— Sueh hopes, the gallant yooth inspir'd. 
By filial love's devotion fir*d; 
— Sach hopes, the gen*roas bosom gave. 
Which fottod, alas ! a wat*ry grave, 
*Neath the vex*d Ocean's billowy wave ! 
-—Ere long the hapless parents read, 
While torn afresh, their bosoms bled. 
The gallant Ship, with all her erew. 
Had perish'd — and their Ernest too! 

Bowed to the earth by pain and grief. 
Religion gave her mild relief^-* 
Her anohor, 'mid Affliction's flood. 
The tempest of despair withstood. 
They toiled in hope of better days, 
. And still had strength for prayer and praise; 
•—But should Misfortaoe's devious strife, 
End only with their mortal life,*-— 
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More lasting bliis they trust to own. 
Where Ufe*B reverses are udIcdowd! 

Still time passM on— years had gone bj^ 
And seen their patient poverty; 
The Merchant's loelcs were silver groivn^ 
And grief had furrowing wrinkles sown ; 
Decay^ his aged partner shares. 
Unfit for toil and household cares. 
Which fall in heavy burthen now, 
On one ill-formed such pains to know. 
Their youngest child, a tender maid, 
Yet with her aged parents stayed. 
— Had prosp'rous fortune Meta bless'd» 
How had she been admlr'd, caress*d ! 
Her beauty and her talents prais*d. 
While on her charms, adorers gaz*d ! 
Remote — ^neglected, and alone. 
Now must she different fortunes own- 
In menial offices must share. 
Though all too frail^ such toils to bear. 
When the bright page of studious lore. 
She gladly would have ponder'd o*< 
Or wak*d her now all-silent lute. 
From its long slumber— sad and muti 
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Now mast sho act a bireliDg's part^ 

And Btifle sadness in her heart. 

Patient she toil'd, and marniar*d not,— 

Bat sunk beneath her adverse lot. 

Of soal refin'd— of fragile form — 

She drooped beneath Affliction's storm ; 

—As the bright wreathi in Summer's ray. 

Yields sweetest odours to the daj— 

But bends and breaks beneath the shower. 

Which beats upon the helpless flower. 

— *Twa8 on a lo?ely eve of Spring, 
When M eta*s dulj duties o'er. 

She sate her down to knit and sbg. 
Beside the bumble cottage-door. 
Around her was a garden plot, 
A small, but fair and cultor'd spot- 
Where the good Merchant's evening toil. 
Won beauty from the teeming soil. 
Flowers of rare and richest dyes, 
Shone softly 'neath the evening skiesj— - 
They bloom'd as fair, with odours sweet. 
As when their fragrance wont to greet 
The Merchant, in his lov'd retreat. 
Their beauty charm'd each grateful sense, 
With colours bright, and sweets intense. 
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As bottoteoas^ by that eottage-door^ 
As 10 the Mansiou*! bo wen of jore : 
— ^Ah ! bow anlike tbe faUhlets race. 
Who shun Misfortane's bidiog-place*^ 
But lavish all their sweets and charms^ 
Where prosp'roos Fortune's sunshine warms I 

Such thooghtB might pass, tbo* unexpressed. 
Through the sad Meta's mournful breast. 
Awhile she sang — ^then paused j — again 
The Maid resum'd her pensive strain — 
Now ceased — her weary hands give o'er. 
And ply their busy task no more ; 
While o'er her wak'ning memory stray. 
Shadows of joys, long pass'd away. 
Her arms are folded o'er h«r breast^ 
Her leaning form reelioes for rest — 
—Fixed on the West, her vacant eye, 
Marks not the evening's gorgeous sky — 
But inward turn'd, to mind recalls. 
Her ru'm'd Father's distant halls — 
Where once her happy childhood played. 
Nor dream*d of hope and joy decayed. 
—Now busy Fsney, wakea a train 
Of vanisb'd pleasures, in her brain — 

K 



UO MBTAy OR THB POWBR OP JOT, 

Brothers and Mtters Bmiting risOf 
As once tbey flonriBh'd in ber eje^*- 
Their gentle voices float around. 
And all is bolj, haunted ground ! 
She joins the dance— she bears the song 
Steal the soft e?*ning airs along«— 
— On Fancy's pinions borne, the Maid 
Tar from the cot an4 garden strayed-— 
*Mid scenes oT youthful rapture roT*d» 
And met again with friends be1o?^d ! 

Whilst tlras the ?ieionary Fair^ 
With Mem*ry^ sought relief from Care|— 
A gentle hand, the wicket raised* 
And on a Stranger, II eta gazed. 
Swart was bis hue^-foreign bis mieo«— 
Hot Suns hare burn'd where be has beea. 
Afric's dark sons such tints discloses-^ 
Such 4itaio, the dusky Indian shows. 
His turbann'4 head, and jewell'd band. 
Bespeak a Stranger in the land,-^ 
Yet gss*d she^-as that dark youth were 
Not all an unknown Stranger there ! 
—Something his beaming looks discloced. 
The Maid'4i rons'd bosom dis.composed;«— 



MITA) OR THE POWBR OF JOT. 1 11 

HopeB— feari— long; silenced and repreased. 
Awoke wild tumults in her breast. 
She strode to speak— bui sound denied-^ 
On her pale lips the accents died; 
And when the Stranger silence broke. 
What passions in her bosom woke! 
—•For, amid Manhood's deepened tone. 
She hear* a voice— well— fond Ij known T 
But yet the thriHing hope repells — 
And wild Emotion ▼airily qneUs! 
-Has the Sea giren op its dead?— 
When hope so long ago wafr fled? — 
Dusk stands the swarthy Stranger there— 
Her Ernest's hues were bright and fair! 
His tones were soft-' yet this deep voice. 
Brings back the thought of buried joys ! 
A tikrilling and o*er-pow* ring train. 
They hurry through her breast and brain, — 
She pants — she trembles—- wild and pale. 
She listens to the Stranger's tale. 

*' And does my Sister know me not? — 
Is the poor Ernest quite forgot? — 
— When, 'neath the burning beams of Ind, 
For Home, and home's delight I pined— 
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TlMHighU of B J blesi reliini, hid power 

To cbecr eaeb toilsome, ftbeeot hour! 

— ^Little Bj geatle Mela knowi. 

All ber fond Brotbcr cui disclose^ 

Of Stom aod Sbipwraek— doobtfal ttrife^ 

'Mid tbe wild eleneots, for life! 

Of daof er 'tcap'd— of Slavery's joke-~ 

Whieb nigh tbit booysot spirit broke I 

Of lligbt — of laboar long and stero. 

Ere 1 Bj Master's grace eoald ears; 

Ooee won* bow generoos and kiod ! 

Eren to faults aod errors blind ! 

— Jio kindred claims the Moslem koew--F 

Therefore his gifts distill'd like dew. 

On those who in bis favour grew. 

—Bat this Is theme for fotnre day— - 

Suffice it,, briefly, now to say, 

My gen'rous Master drooped and died-* 

And left me free!— and wealth beside!— 

— ^Tbese precions gems, Meta, beliold I 

Aod — gentle Sister — I have gold 

Oar parents* comforts to restore 

And cheer them, as in times of yore ! 

•"-Hbw are my Mother, and my Sire ? 

Brigbt hopes, my eager questions fire ! 



mffTA, OR THE POWBR OF JOr. 113 

-—I trust that Agfe has lightly pass'd 
O'er their <{ear heads— uor shadows castj 
But eaeh kind face will beam with joj. 
To bless their losi — returning Boy !" 

No glad reply, the Maiden gaye — 
But all was silent-— as the gra!re ! 
—Her passive hand, her Brother toofe> 
And bent^^o seek the answ*ring loolt 
Of those fond eyes^ which ever shone 
Her Ernest, tenderly upon! 
— There still was light, in that dim gaze. 
Which beamed not— as in other days— 
And when she met her Brother's eye. 
How long she look'd !— -how fervently!— 
What depth of bliss that gaze ezpress'd! 
Bliss— softly sinking into Rest! 
One pressure, gave her gentle band!—* 
One sigh, her Brother's dark looks faon*d!-«r 
And then— her soaring Soul had flown, 
Where such wild transports are unknown!!! 

Too finely strong*— her Heart had brok 
When bliss its thrilling music woke. 
The tide of rapture, deep and strong. 
Had borne her fragile Life along;— 
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And keenest Blisi — And purest Joy, 
Had proved Almigbtj-^o destroy!! 

— Tboii the fair flow*ret drooping lies, 
Beoeetli BlisfortQoe's frownioff skies*- 
And, when (isd soo •shine smiles again^ 
Re?iving rays are poar'd in vain— 
On the pale wreath, still with'ring there. 
Though hright the Sun, and mild the air ! 
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THE REVEL'S QUEEN, 



Amid ibe gaj and feitive throDg, 

My Boiile is brightest seen; 
And mingling glittering crowds among, 

I move, the Rerei's Queen : 
Tbej little think, that, all the while, 

I play a false-^false part; 
And beaming eye, and wreathing smile. 

But hide a breaking heartt 



I braid my locks with gems and gold, 

I crown my brows with flowers. 
While gorgeous robes my form enfold. 

To grace those festal boors; 
And when those festal boors are o*er, 

I fling my gauds aside— 
And ah ! how bitterly deplore, 

Tby triumph, heartless Pride! 
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Where floeft tlie song, mj soft goiUr 

And yoiee^ most gaily twioej 
And where the dancers* mazes are. 

The lightest foot is mine. 
Mine is the jojrotts-sotiDdiiig laagh — 

Mine is the gladsome eye— - 
And, thoaghtlessly, I pledge and qaaff; 

The cop of rerelry! 



This gay diagaise» from those arafliid^ 

May gnawing grief eenoealj 
—Bat where shall LetheV ware be fonnd^ 

To bid me oease to feell 
For thi8, I Ploaaare's cop ha? e qnaffed. 

And Steep's nareotie bowl|«*^ 
Nor sparkling wine, nor opiate draught 

Can cheat the wakeful Soul I 
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TO WORDSVFORTH. 



High Priest of Nature !— When I read tby strain, 
A soothing calm breathes o'er my brenst and brain; 
While o*er mj Seal, thy gentle notes diffuse 
Refreshing halm*— like Evening's grAtefnl dews. 
-— 'Tis as a Summer-shower had cleared th« ntf 
And left delicioas odours breathing there— 
Or, as Earth smiles— -when Shiniet's mellow ray, 
From her green bosom, sweetly melts away! 
*-As sweet, the thoughts thy holy lays impart. 
To tranquillize, and elevate the hearts- 
Deep and serene thy Inspiration flows. 
Like a pore Rirer, in its calm repose; 
—Long may its stream o*er human bosoms glide, 
And fertilize them with its limpid tide ! 
Rouse kindly feelings in th* awaken'd breast— 
And bid a Mortal— teste an Angel's Rest! 
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THE MAIDEN'S GRAVE. 



Hbw mmy rink into the grnre in all their personal beastjr 
and all their mental charms^ and are heard of no morel Of 
them no bright thoaghta are recorded, no touching emotioni, 
no wild imaginations. All their fine and tme perceptioniy* all 
their instmctive knowledge of the human louly and all. their 
pure speculations on the mystery of human life, vanish for erer 
and ay with the parting breath. A fair, amiable, intelligent 
young maiden has died, and is buried. That is all. And her 
graTe lies in its unvisited rest. 

LroRTs AND Shadows or Scottish Lipi« 



Bbnbatb an Elm-tree*! sheltVing shade 

There lies a grassy Tomb, 
Where primrosc-tafts have iaoibine made. 

And earliesf violets bloom; 
*TiB water'd by the dews of Heaven, 

*Tii fanD*d by Summer's breese, 
'Tis sbadow'd by the tints of Eiren, — 

And Morn's first radisnee sees. 
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And o'er that humble^ quiet Grare^ 

BIytbe birds are iinging free. 
Where rustliog boughs the foliage wa?e. 

Of that old, leafy Tree. 
And when the gentle airs of Spring, 

Their balmy indoence breathe,. 
Glad children there, bright flow'refie bring. 

And lo?ely ohapleiB wreathe. 

The scttlptur'd Stone, which o'er the Grare^ 

Its mute memorial keepi— 
Tells, where that fitm-tree's branches ware, 

A Maiden sweetly sleeps; 
Within tliat verdant, grassy mound. 

She takes her dreamless rest. 
Where fairest iowers are earliest founds 

On Earth's maternal breast. 

We only icoow, a Maiden's blopm. 

Was early hidden there; 
^thin the cold and silent. Tomb, 

From Life's illusions fair. 
We only know, a. Maiden sleeps 

Beneath the flowery tod: 
The Grkfe her mould'ring ash^ keept*— 

Her Spirit is with God! 



We only kaoir, tbtt Youth's glad lifht 

Once fiU'd those darkened eyes; 
Thotgh now« in Death's all-rayless night. 

That Maiden s!amb*ring lies. 
We know not of her form or faee^-— 

We know not of her lot^^— 
Her nam»-«her age— «re all we traee— 

More is renember'd not* 

Ferchanee^ within that qaiet bed. 

Some beaiteoos lair-one lies; 
Whose lofely form, and airy tread, 

Ha?e chann*d admiring eyess 
Perehance, the silrer-soanding tongae. 

And yoieoy are silent there—- 
Whieb, softly sweet, their masie flongi 

Upon the lisl'ning air. 

Perchanee, the glories of the mlM, 

Once lit that moald*ring clay. 
Which now, in coffin'd gloom ensbrin'd. 

Consumes to^dosi away. 
We find no lingering record there, 

Of the deep thoughts and high, 
Whldi onee that silent breast might share. 

And light that slumb'ring eye! 
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IPercbance, AffectioQ*8 rifled hearty 

Aod hopes, lie buried here: 
•—When Lo?e'8 eDli?*niDg beams depart, 

Oh ! what Is Death to fear } 
Better that woanded heart to hide — 

To hide that blighted bloom— 
And sbroad the wither*d maiden pride. 

In the shadow of the tomb ! 

Who know8->— what mines of burning thought. 

Her lofty mind might yield; 
Though the rich ore uo longer wrought, 

They perished unreveal'd ! 
What rays of Genius' hallow'd fire, 

0*er her their lustre pour*d, 
Though now unstrung the tuneful Lyre, 

And mute its qui?ering chord I 

Perchance, a soaring Soul might ding. 

Within a coir*rlng frail. 
Which sbi?er'd at the breeze of Spring, 

And bent beneath the gale; 
Higher, has sprung that mounting Soul*— 

Higher, that Spirit soared-* 
Though shattered is the golden bowl. 

And loos*d the silrer cord ! 
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Who Icnaws— what bursts of teoderneBS, 

That barittd heart has koownj 
What lofe to ahare— what pow'r to bUaSi^ 

Tboagh DOW 'tis eoid and lone ! 
Alaa for Loro !— Alai for Foulh!— 

With all their pnrple bloom; 
Nor flatt'rlng Hope» nor glowing Tniih, 

Can cheM the jawniug tonlbl 

Who knows— what atoms 4>f Passion's 4night, 
That bosom msy hafe^iaeHedy 

When fair Religion's lovely light. 
The meteor-blace dispelled! 

What rainbow dreams ^fhliss on earth- 
Imaginations ptood— 

Bigh thenghls, to whieh our hearts gife birth, 
Befofe ihe dross have bowed! 

We know not thi»*-we know no more, 

Than that a Maid lies here,— 
^here torf and flowers, are clast'riiig o*er. 

Her lowly, hamble bier. 
We know hot that a Maiden sleeps, 

Bsneath the verdant sodi— 
The Grave her mould'rtog ashes keep*** 

Her Spirit is with God ! 
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TO WINTER. 
Writien at the eonmenamefU of Aprils 1933. 



Ai yet the trembling year is uncoafirm'dy 
And Winter oft at ere resumes the breeze ; 
ChilJs the pale morn, and bids bis driiriog sleets 
Deform the day delightless. 

Thomson's Spring. 



OuooMT Winter, hence !-— away !•— 
Nor longer in oar climate 8tay« 
Gather all thy train together. 
All thy boat of ad? erse weather-— 
Fog, and mist, and fearful storm. 
Too long pale Nature's face deform. 
Hence! — and priaon'd in thy care. 
Bid thy fetter*d tempests rare,-— 
Till a few brief Moons hare pass'd. 
And their sweet influence o'er us cast, 
-—Then shall thy rage hare leare again. 
To rend the hill, and wreck the plain. 
With bowling winds, and blighting rain ! 
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Meanwhile, I bid thee hence! — ftwmj!-^ 
Nor longer chiU oar leniptben'd dty. 
Nor '' linger in the lap of May." 

Hence! — where roand the frozen Pole,. 
Arctic glooms and horrora roll t 
—Where thy stern eternal reign, 
Chains the sea, and binds the plain ! 
•—Where Silence fills the solemn air. 
Safe, when thine awfal Voice is there^ 
Or^ muttering, growls the Pe4ar Bearf 
Hence!— -gire placet — away, away! 
We pine for Spring's awalc'ning ray. 

Winter! — now thy reign is o*er,. 
Tempests vex the earth no more. 
—Winter! — word of eulogy. 
Shall thy cold Moons ne*er win from me:* 
Though sweet thy sport of hardy joy 
To the glowing, Tciit'roos Boy. 
Whether, he dares, elate, to glide 
O'er the lock*d Airer's frozen tide — 
Or archly aims the snowy ball, 
Conceal'd behind some shelt'ring wall— ^ 
Or frames, of snow, the spectral shape. 
The human face and form to ape. 
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Which Booo in streams dissolres twaj. 
Beneath ihe 8ttn's first feeble raj. 

Winter ! — thy lengthened Night is dear^ 
Tu those whom health and gladness cheer; 
Who cluster round the evening fire^ 
While tale and song, gay Mirth inspire, 
Or Music's spells our souU entrance, 
Where graceful floats the mazy dance. 
And soft lips smile, and bright eyes glance I 
-—Dear are the joys thy twilight brings. 
While mantle o'er, its dusky wings ; 
— Favor'd of bounteous Hear*n ! — !o those^ 
Who, in Contentment's sweet repose^ 
Taste bliss, from which they ne'er would roam. 
Amid the heartfelt joys of Home ! 
Who see their Children's tresses bright. 
Shine gaily in the red hearth^light — 
Who hear each merry, youthful voice, 
Bid the glad Parents' hearts rejoice— 
Whilst Blirth and Lore the time employ, 
In lofty thought, or harmless joy- 
Yes ! sweet such home-felt pleasures are, 
]f Health, Religion, Peace, be there! 



126 TO WINTIIF. 

Winter I dear tbj aspect wildr 
To the glad, admiring Child ; — 
—He lores, with ap'taro'd gazci to marlr^ 
Where from the Cloud, so stern and dark^ 
Noiseless, the featherj soow-flalces faU, 
And their white liv*ry cast o'er all. 
— He loves, on the hoar pane, to see, 
The fro8t-worl{*8 curious- tracery. 
Of landscape fair, and leafy tree; 
—-To marlc, suspended from the bough. 
The icicles' brighl, glittering row; 
Or, pleasing taslc ! the crumbs to fling,- 
Where Robin hops, with russet wing. 
And breast of scarlet's brightest djCf 
With trustful look, and suppliant eye. 
—Such scenes, to Childhood's happy heart,. 
Pure bliss, and keen delight impart. 

Winter !— -dread thy gloomy reigu. 
Where Health denies her blissful train 
Of choicest gifts— when the frail form 
Shrinks from the blighting winter-storm; 
And thrills responsive, while each change. 
Does the weak tenement derange. 



TO WINTBR. 127 

—Dread is thy iniuence to those, 
Who know nor comfort, nor repose, 
But drain the hitler Chalice drj, 
Offer'd by meagre Porerty ! — 
Whose Children hread in vain implore. 
When the starv'd Parents have no more ! 
Nor fire their frozen limbs to warm. 
But, shivering, cowers the squalid form! 
— ^Then is the time — for those who share 
High boons from Heaven's Indulgent care- 
Part of their blessings to bestow. 
On those who Misery's anguish know, 
— Such gifts may chance the Hand restrain, 
Impell'd to crime by Hunger's pain— 
— Such bounty melt the stony Heart, 
Harden'd in Grief's unpitied smart! 

Winter ! — dire thy mournful gloom, 
When Joy's bright beams no more illume; 
When Grief, and brooding Thought, have power. 
To steep in gloom each lonely hour. 
— Where all within is dark and drear, 
How stern thy influences appear ! 
— We pine and languish for the ray, 
Of brigbt'ning Spring's reviving day. 
And bid thee, Winter ! — hence ! — away! 
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LUCY ASHTON, TO RAVENSWOOD. 



Tbit tell me, tboa art faithless frown. 

Id 70D far foreign land | 
That soon another Bride will own 

Thy now apostate hand. 

And, tauntingljy they chaplets twine^ 

Of the sad willow-boagh ; 
And say the doleful gift is thinOj 

To wreathe my faded brow. 

They press me with a Stranger's snit— 
They urge a Stranger's claim ;'^ 

Bat though my tongae and lips are mate. 
My heart is still the 



As when we dared oar troth to plight. 

Within yon leafy shade. 
Whose marm'ring foontain dancing bright, 

Respoosive mosic made. 



LUCT AtHTON/TO RAYBirBWOOD* 129 

And when mj oerfes are all aoatrungy 

My heart oppress'd and sore, 
1 bide myBelf those bo were among*, 

-And li?e our meetings o'er* 

1 muse upon thy bearing proad'— 

Thy dark and flashing eye^ — 
Nor can I think thy soul has bow'd 

To such deep treachery ! 

Where I with thee hare ro?*d- — there beams 

A glory o'er the place , 
And, like remember'd, bappy dreams^ 

Thy presence there I trace. 

Lull'd by that softly whisp'ring rill, 

In thine ancestral bowers ; 
I oft forget that thorns will still 

Lurk 'mid the sweetest flowers. 

IlUomen'd was our meeting there-— 

lll-omen'd was the lo?e, 
A Parent's blessing may not share, 

Nor sanction from abore. 

But noBgbt can change this trusting heart. 

To thee how fully gireni 
And doom'd on Earth to lire apart. 

Yet may we meet in Hearen ! 



Ida 



INVOCATION TO TBE SPIRIT OF HEALTB. 

Written Mcnf \m, 1832, 

After a hng, and dangerout iltneu, and uMIe iHU 

labouring under the pressure of. indi^oHHan* 



Spirit of Health !— -thy preeence I inroke-*- 
LoDg has thj calm been absent from my mind ; 

Crasb'd *neath the weight of Sickness* iron, yoke. 
Long has my languid frame for thy sweet ioflaence 
pin'd ! 

On softest coaches, thoa dost not abide—- 
Pillows of down are seldom pressed by thee— 

In cartain*d chambers, ha?e 1 ?ainly sigh'd, 
—Still dost thou shun my sad society ! 

Where shall I find thee ?— I hare drain*d the bowl 
Of Med'cine oft, to woo thy soft retom ; 

Yet still thy peace is abseot from my sool, 
—Still do my fmne with Perer'a hectic burn V 



XNTOCATION TO INULIH* J3l 

Fruitless for ale, aniolds the lettered p»g«, 
Ooee souree of purest plettare imaMoy'd.; 

The tftle of Faixcy«-«or- the leseon tege-^ 
Unheeded now^^heir r^liih all destroy*d« 

The fair J forms^ 'tvM'hepfiiiietfl to eee^ 
The childish nirth/ it cnee wm joy to hiar; 

Now yield no-soft'oisteriial bliss to ms. 
Bat startle oft/th' aoote, ihemorbld ear. 

Spirit of Heslth! returo-^I pray retom !>-^ 
Long has- thy ealaa been absent from my ailild; 

My heart is sad— my yelas larlth fe^rerbarn-^ 
Long has my lanifald frame for thy «w«et infltfenee 
pinM! 

Afar I see thee! — 'mid the blush of Mom, 

Guiding the Lab*rer on his early way ; 
Cry 'neath the shelter of yon aged Thorn, 

Watching the Cotter's childrens' artless play! 

I would pursue thee to the thymy hill !— 
—Full well I know thou lo?*8t its breesy air; 

But o*er my limbs, is Languor's 'numbing chill, 
—Ah ! no, I cannot yet pursue thee there I 



13S WTOCATION TO BBALTH.: 

Spirit of Health' I worship thee in Tain! — 
At my CreHor's throney I bow the knee:^<^ 

Ohl if it be Thy wiU, may Grief— may PaiiH^ 
A patient, hamble iletim find in me! 

Yet if Thy graeioos ProfideDce inciiney 
To hear the prayer my trembRng pea poortraysi 

Oh God ! may all my fatare days be thine, 
And may new Health giro strength to hymn Thy 
praise ! 



Spirit of Health !^t msy not be my 

Below/ to share thy bliss-i-to wear thy bloom $ 
Bui Faith) with eager confidence elate. 

Points to thy joys in worlds beyond the Tomb ! 
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TO MY BOY. 
A Mother's Prayer» 



1 ha^e a Boy of ** three " years old; 

His face is fair and fresh to aee; 
His limbs are cast ia beauty's mould, 

And dearly he lovea me. 

Wordsworth, 



When Grief and Pain together cast 

Their deadliest shadows o*er my heart ; 
When keenly blows the Eastern blast. 

And Hope's enliv'ning dreams depart ; 
When Sickness bows ny feeble form. 

And gloomy thoagbts my peace destroy, — 
Thy sunny smile my soul can warm 

With Joy*8 bright beams— my darling Boy ! 

Thy sunny smile ! — no thought of guile — 
E'er crossed that Cherub lip and brow ; — 

Oh ! may the scoff — the envious wile- 
Be erer strangers there— as now ! 



134 TO MT BOT; 

Andi fearleflsly, tby loYing eyes 

Look up, an aDsw'ringp lore to see ;-— - 

While sad and tender thoughts arise, 
Mj precious Child— gazing on thee t 

That spotless brois!-^i8 fitting throne 

For Innocence'ta sit enshrined ; 
Nor does its pure expanse disown 

Rich promise of the wealth of mind : 
Ghrant, Gracious Ifeav'n ! that guilt may ne'er 

Gontraet that fair and flowing line;— 
Almighty Father ! hear my prayer. 

And make him early, wbotty Thine ! 

Oh ! may thy Holy Spirit guard 

My treasure, 'mid Earth's wildVing maae ;. 
H')8 j^enile heart frum danger ward, 

And the temptation that betrays ! 
May the soft hand, which fenrently. 

Returns the tender clasp of mine. 
Ne'er sully, 'mid Pollution's dye,. 

But Health, Religion, Pesee, be thine i 
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NOTES 

TO THB 

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



NOfTE I. 

For tbee we pluck the flowen of Spring, 
And twine them 'mid our flowing hair^ 

While rose-bud wreaths, we gaily fling. 
To shed their balmy fragrance there. 

Page 60, verac 3. 

** Let Hi flit ourselres with eostly wine anA oiatmenlsr and 

let no flower of the spring pass by us t 

" Let us crown ourselves with rosebuds, before they b«> 

withered.** 

WUdom ofSokmimf chap, \\. versei 8, 9.. 

NOTE IL 

Far as the Earth'a vemotcat bound 
Is heard, though silently, their roiee ; 

Page 78, verse 2» 

** There is neither speech nor language, but their roices ar» 

keird among them. 

" Their sound is gene out into all lands, and their words 

unto the ends of the world.'* 

Psmhk xix. vcTMt 3, 4. 
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NOTE III. 

Too finely strong, ber Heart bad broke, 
Wben bliss its Uirilling music woke. 

Fage 113, /Imm 21, 22. 

Tbe Story of Meta is founded on an authenticated circum- 
stance, which I have extracted from the Monthly Review, Vol. !• 
No. 3, March 1833.— 

" But the strangest fact of all is, that sodden Joy is one of 
the most fatal disturbers possible of the human mind. Zim- 
mermann, in his Treatise on general and particular Experience 
in the Art of Healing* mentions the case of a Dutch female, 
who fell a yictim to Joy. 

*' The family were respectable, but met with reverses, and 
were reduced to indigence. Whilst in this condition, the eldest 
son, who bad been some years absent, returned home with a 
considerable fortune, and being desirous of communicating so 
pleasant a piece of news to his sister in a practical manner, he 
presented her withvone of the richest jewels. She instantly fell 
down as if struck by lightning, and expired. 

*< The history of Ancient Greece contains namtiyei of similar 
effecta being produced by sudden Joy. 
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